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Chapter One 
THE POLICE 


SERGEANT Ted Endover watched them escort the girl to an 
interview room. Blood stained her clothing, and she nursed 
a savagely cut left arm to her chest. Leaning over his desk, 
Endover asked, "Has anybody called for a doctor?" 


PC Ronnie Bailey paused, mentally cursing his rotten luck. 
For the first day in what seemed an age, he actually had a 
chance to get a ride home. His eyes darted back and forth, 
hoping against Endover’s impatience that one of the others 
would answer the question. 


"Has anybody telephoned for a doctor?" Endover repeated. 


"I... I don’t think so, Sarge." 


“Then you’re elected!" Endover straightened, face stern. 
"And be smart about it, lad!" 


The door slammed behind the injured girl. Endover sighed. 
He had been a policeman ever since finishing National 
Service training. He had seen everything, as the old saying 
went. What he did not like was a certain callousness 
displayed by the young officers entering the Force today. 
Perhaps it was a youthful disease. He did not know. But, by 
God, he could insist on the milk of human kindness being 
shown, outwardly at least, by the men at his station. 


Bailey set the telephone on its rest and hurried to escape 
Endover’s lecture. His luck was definitely out though. Visions 
of Byfield’s panda departing without him grew as large as 
Endover’s hand landing on his arm. 


"First rule, lad," the Sergeant’s voice said without authority, 
“always call a doctor when a prisoner is bleeding." 


"She didn’t give a damn about the one we rushed to 
hospital," Bailey snapped. 


"Ronnie Bailey, isn’t it?" 


"Yes, Sarge!" 


"Married?" 


"No, Sarge!" Bailey somehow had avoided those duties 
when Endover was Desk-Sergeant. He had heard about the 
man. He knew that this fatherly, friendly approach could 
suddenly yield to a strict disciplinarian’s full-blooded 
bawling out. 


Endover was not in the mood for pulling rank. His 
daughter’s problems weighed heavy on his mind and made 
him solicitous for girls in their teens. And youngish 
policemen who did not consider sympathy right and proper. 
"| have three children, lad. A boy and two girls - all late 
teens. Don’t ask me what this generation thinks or how they 
hope to change the world, but by Christ, | care for them no 
matter how weird their ideas. That girl ..." and he jerked a 
sad thumb in the direction of the interview room, "may be 
just another tearaway to you - but she’s some mother’s 
daughter. Some father’s heartache. Get me?" 


Bailey nodded, striving for consideration in his attitude. This 
side of Endover did not grab him. He detested weakness in 
any man, most of all coming from a police sergeant. He did 
not recognise the conflict of emotions raging inside the 
other. All he wanted was an end to their dialogue and to get 


the hell outside where Byfield would be checking his watch 
with agitation. 


Policewoman Meg Batty came along the short corridor. A 
pretty, if slightly plump female, with a birthmark under her 
right ear, she exhaled breath in feigned exhaustion. "That is 
one right nasty bit of goods," she told Endover. Then 
catching sight of Bailey, she asked, "Haven’t you gone yet? | 
thought ..." 


Endover quietly asked, "You thought what, miss?" 


"Ronnie had a ride home arranged." 


"Lad, see me before you go on duty . . . tomorrow!" Endover 
nodded in the direction of the locker rooms. To Meg Batty he 
said, "Were you in charge of the person?" 


"Yes, Sarge - why?" Meg suspected something was amiss. 


"The girl has an injury." 


"Slashed by a bicycle chain, Sarge." 


"Bleeding badly, eh?" 


"A lot oe 


"And why didn’t you have her attended to?" 


"She could walk!" Meg went on the defensive now, realising 
she was getting blamed for not doing what Bailey had done. 
"Anyway," she said, latching on to the man’s routine 
thoughtfulness, "Ronnie..." 


"Ronnie," Endover remarked acidly, "acted under orders." 


"Oh!" 


"If that girl..." 


Meg shrugged. "She'll survive. She’s a great little survivor is 
our Ina." 


"Ina? Ina Murray?" 


"Ah," Meg said, grabbing the opportunity to get off her 
particular hook, "you know about Ina..." 


"| have heard her name mentioned." The double chin 
Endover had developed since taking a desk job shook. "How 
is her victim?" 


“Teakle’s gone to hospital with her. He’ll telephone once 
they’ve examined her wounds. Her name’s Jean Turner, if 
that means anything.” Meg casually walked away down the 
corridor to take up a position outside the interview room. 


No sooner had she left Endover’s domain than Dr. Roberts 
entered the station. A tall man with thick, greying hair anda 
habit of wearing tweeds that never seemed to fit properly, 


he glared at the Sergeant and snapped, "This had better be 
an emergency. | was catching up on my sleep." 


Endover wondered if the whole world had lost its ability to 
feel for the suffering. When a doctor put his sleep before a 
patient’s care something had to be drastically wrong. 
Jerking a thumb at Meg Batty, his expression showing his 
deep disgust, Endover said, "In there. See for yourself!" 
Then he smiled down at his thumb. He really must do 
something about using it as a signal indicator. His wife 
seldom missed the chance to threaten to bite it off if he kept 
wagging it under her nose when they were out for a car ride. 
Funny, he mused, how every individual carries a solo cross. 
Take that Ina Murray, for example. He didn’t need to consult 
the station records to name her cross. The girl’s father could 
look back across the formative years and see where his 
viciousness had taken his daughter. 


Shrugging off his mood, Endover made notes. He liked to 
have everything neatly on paper. Magistrates and judges 
appreciated that. And so did his Inspector. 


Dr. Roberts held the girl’s arm and swabbed the blood 
bubbling from the deepest inch of the long slash. He did not 
ask many questions. His job was to tend for the sick, the 
maimed, and the dying - not to invite an appearance in any 


court going through a defence interrogation about what had 
been said or not said. 


"This requires a few stitches," Roberts said, gazing down 
into Ina’s flat eyes. "Does it hurt much?" 


"Bleedin’ right it does!" the girl replied unemotionally. 


Roberts recognised the symptoms .immediately. Some years 
back and he would have diagnosed shock. No longer, 
though. Funnily enough, he had been reading about girls like 
this only the previous night. The article had been one of 
many dealing with current problems being tackled by a 
clinic somewhere in Lancashire. Specifically, he recalled the 
adrenalin syndrome. 


PC McNeil pressed his spine against the interview room’s 
door and watched doctor and patient without consciously 
committing to memory a word spoken or a gesture made. 
Ina Murray’s condition left him cold. Dr. Roberts’ concern as 
he searched inside his bag created no reaction. What did 
impress McNeil, the policeman, was the sheer hatred filling 
the girl’s eyes when she glanced at him. It even appeared 
as if her body coiled into a tightness that would spring 

apart with all the savage animal fury of the demented at the 


first sign of this approach. That feeling she radiated did grab 
him, very much. 


Roberts stitched the arm, applied a bandage, and carefully 
replaced his equipment inside his worn black bag. He 
Supposed the next doctor she would see would be the prison 
medic, and did not suggest a further consultation. He 
scribbled a prescription and handed it to McNeil. "See that 
this is filled," he warned, and coldly made his exit. 


Endover looked up from his notes. "Finished?" 


Dr. Roberts nodded. 


"How is she?" Ted Endover called. 


"She'll live!" Roberts pushed open the station’s door and 
vanished from sight. 


The bastard, Endover thought viciously. 


Policewoman Meg Batty entered the interview room. She 
noted the clean bandage and Ina Murray’s sullenness. She 
paused by McNeil. "So?" 


McNeil showed the prescription. "He stitched her." 


"What am I?" Ina screamed, jumping to her feet. "What the 
bleedin’ hell am I? Some hunk of meat getting chopped on a 
butcher's slab!” 


"Cool it, Ina," Meg Batty said. 


The girl backed across the cramped room, defiance stamped 
on her grim expression. Under other circumstances she 
could have looked pretty, although there was that craftiness 
of the habitual offender etched into her features which 
ruined what nature had intended. She was slim, on the small 
side. Meg Batty had the impression of slightness, 
undernourishment. McNeil saw blatant sensuality and 
toughness combined within the exterior shell. 


"PII stay with her," Meg said. "Get Jamieson." 


At that moment, Hugh Jamieson was lighting a cigarette. 
Files on his desk gave some indication of the work load 
facing him. A load he typically ignored when Sergeant Lyons 
was out of the office. Being attached to CID had its 
compensations in Jamieson’s opinion. A bloke was usually 
trusted to keep the justice wheels grinding at a steady pace. 
Not like when he had been on the beat. The uniformed 
brigade’s sergeants didn’t trust anybody, least of all a 
heavy smoker. More than once he had been saved from a 
severe reprimand by the swift wafting of a fag’s distinctive 
smoke. 


The office door opened and Jamieson bent forward, his face 
pulled into instantaneous wrinkles of feigned concentration. 
He muttered, "Hi, Sarge," without looking up. 


"You sly bastard," McNeil’s voice said. "If Lyons hasn’t 
twigged your MO by now he shouldn’t be in charge of CID." 


Jamieson sat back in his creaking chair. "Cut the 
insubordination. What’s up?" 


“Ina Murray. Meg’s keeping her at bay." 


"Does it really mean I’ve got to listen... I’m right up to 
here!" Jamieson gestured somewhere above his head. 


"Malicious wounding. Meg says there was intent to kill!" 


Jamieson got to his feet, silently whistling. 


“There’s another in hospital," McNeil advised, loving the 
burden he was placing on the CID man’s shoulders. Like 
most uniformed men, he was convinced that the plain- 
clothes boys had a soft touch. 


Walking to the interview room, Hugh Jamieson pieced 
together what he already knew about Ina Murray. The girl 
had been in and out of court like the proverbial yo-yo. He 
wasn’t certain how many approved schools she had been in, 
but it was more than one. She belonged to a street gang 
called the Acton Swords, a particularly vicious bunch. That 
about completed his knowledge. But he did not enter the 
interview room holding out much hope of getting anything 
new on Ina. The girl was a clam when it came talking to the 
fuzz. 


McNeil did not accompany his CID colleague into the room. 
Anyway, the person was female and that landed Meg 
squarely in it. 


Ted Endover motioned for the policeman to join him inside 
the sanctum sanctorum - that area in any police station over 
which the duty sergeant ruled like a feudal baron. "Have a 
Cuppa," the Sergeant said. 


McNeil helped himself from a near empty pot and a sugar 
basin. He seldom took milk, and stirred thoughtfully as he 
waited for Endover to get to the point. 


“Teakle just called in. The Turner girl’s condition is fair. She 
was worked over by an expert!" Endover raised an eyebrow 
at that last statement. "You were there - is Murray so 
tough?" 


Tasting his tea, McNeil grunted. Nobody made tea like his 
mum. Her dishwater had the right taste for his palate. Not 
like this thick stale brew. Putting his cup on a table he said, 
"She’s murder, Sarge. If Meg hadn’t grabbed her, the knife 


would have been sticking out of 
Turner’s guts." 


"Batty tackled her single-handedly?" 


"She did, Sarge!” 


"Where were you?" Endover was frowning now. 


"Calling for reinforcements. | Know. Meg needed help but.. 
." He shrugged. 


"The routine, lad. Sometimes it can make you sick and 
sometimes you feel like you’ve let the side down, but 
whatever happens the routine has to be followed.” 


“Thanks, Sarge - it doesn’t hurt now. But l'Il tell you this 
much - the next time a policewoman charges into a bunch of 
yobbos | won’t sit on my arse with a mike in my hand!" 


Endover opened his mouth to suggest that a fresh pot of tea 
would be appreciated, and closed it when Jamieson came 
angrily down the corridor. The CID man’s face had the 
expression of a bull moose’s when a hunter shoots the deer 
out from under him. 


"Here." Jamieson flung a file on the desk. "Charge the bitch." 


"With what?" Endover asked. 


"Maliciously wounding and inflicting grievous bodily harm 
upon one Jean Turner!" 


Chapter Two 
THE SOCIAL WORKER 


GLADYS Gardiner wore her dark hair short and, like so 
many females crowding thirty, tried to retain a youthful 
teenage image by dressing according to the latest fashion 
dictate. Her mature breasts jiggled bralessly inside a sloppy 
sweater, her pert buttocks jammed into tight Wrangler 
jeans. She carried a heavy cloth bag over one shoulder, her 
Slightly rounded face pretty enough not to require much 
make-up. At first glance one would have taken her for a 
dedicated 
professional student administrator. She exuded an aura of 
intelligence and would have looked perfect in any modem 
Campus setting. 


In fact, Gladys was a social worker. One of that ever-swelling 
brigade necessary to keep the wheels of State handouts 
rolling. Unlike many of her companions, she did not, 
however, believe that the best interests were served by 
mollycoddling. She had known poverty, an unhappy home 
life, troubles too many to remember with any fondness. 


Entering the remand centre with its grey, grim walls 
immediately setting up an attitude she found depressing, 
Gladys forced herself to think about Ina Murray. She had the 
police files relating to the incident under present 


consideration by the court and a thicker file relating to Ina’s 
past misdeeds. The girl was a challenge. A habitual offender. 
A stubborn, unrepentant misfit in a society which, in itself, 
raced along on a loose rein. 


Waiting in a dismal room for the girl, Gladys wondered how 
she should handle her. It was clear to see that no amount of 
pleading to a better side of her nature would get them 
anywhere. And the fear of appearing before a magistrate 
with a social worker’s report that stressed an unco-operative 
attitude would be nothing new for Ina. 


The door opened and a prison officer showed Ina Murray 
into the room. 


"Wait outside," Gladys said to the officer. 


Ina watched the officer’s face undergo a series of 
expressions, all against leaving her with this civilian. 


Gladys smiled and told the reluctant woman, "She can’t 
escape if you’re right outside the door." 


Grunting, the officer drew the door behind her. 


"Sit down," Gladys told the girl. So far she had deliberately 
avoided staring at her charge. 


Ina slumped into the chair placed on one side of a small, 
scratched table which served as a desk. Her eyes flatly 
observed Gladys’ shoulder-purse. "Do you smoke?" she 
asked. 


“Occasionally, "Gladys replied, rummaging in her bag. She 
opened a new packet of cigarettes, took two out and pushed 
one towards Ina. 


As she lit a match she studied the girl, carefully returning 
both matches and cigarettes to her purse. She did not want 
the female officer making a report accusing her of breaking 
the centre’s regulations. 


Estimating Ina’s height at about five foot one, Gladys 
concluded that the girl either insisted on a strict diet or else 


she just never got enough food to satisfy a growing body. 
The slim build needed a few extra pounds, the face a little 
filling out. Dirty fair hair framed the elfish features - pretty 
in their peculiar mould, but somehow lacking beauty 
comparable to what one expected from a screen star ora 
fashion model. Green-grey eyes stared straight ahead, 
unemotional and without depth. Even white teeth suggested 
a certain attention to personal hygiene, a fact supported by 
the freshly washed neck and hands. 


Gladys looked closely at those hands. They were larger than 
one would have expected from such a slight person. And 
they had strength; the knuckles reddish and bruised. 


"Who are you?" Ina asked, her voice sharp. 


"I’m a social worker. My name is Gladys Gardiner. I’m here 
to prepare a report for the court." 


"I’m not saying anything!" Ina puffed on her cigarette with 
the determination of an opium smoker seeking release from 
the terrors of life. 


"All right," Gladys said softly. "Don’t speak, but do me the 
favour of listening. Okay?" 


"I’ve got to, don’t I?" Ina’s lips curled. 


"I’m twenty-nine, unmarried," Gladys confided, ignoring the 
last remark. "| have a nice pad, boyfriends, a decent sort of 
job hate 


"Job!" Ina snorted. "Prying into everybody’s affairs!” 


"Prying is a debatable word," the social worker said, 
laughing a little. "Some people actually like to have me take 
their burdens on my shoulders. They don’t object to telling 
about the everyday problems." 


"| haven't got any!" 


"You're a fortunate young woman, then." 


"You're trying to con me." 


Gladys inhaled and blew a single smoke ring. She watched 
this drift across Ina’s head as she spoke. "If | thought there 
was the slightest chance of conning you, Ina - I'd damn well 
do it. But there isn’t. You’re beyond being conned by the 
fuzz or a mere social worker. You’re a big girl now. You’ve 
made a mark." 


Ina Murray dropped her cigarette on the floor and ground it 
under her heel. "They can’t make me clean up the mess - 
I’m on remand," she said, defiance sounding in her voice. 


"I think you’re a bitch!" Gladys said, glaring. 


Laughing with head thrown back, Ina retorted, "That’s great. 
Terrific. If your boss could hear you now!" 


"My boss would commend me for honesty," Gladys told her. 
"Girls like you are so bloody cheap. Do you believe for one 
moment that the screws care a hoot what you do? Christ, 
grow up, Ina. You’re the one inside. They get home every 
night. They can see their boyfriends, eat whatever they 


fancy, knowing that the food is fresh, decent and not served 
up by some slut in a prison kitchen." 


"lII be out again," Ina declared. 


"When?" Gladys asked softly. "When Ina? They could slam 
the gates on you for a long, long time for what you did to 
Jean Turner." 


"Self-defence," Ina snorted. 


"That’s where you’re wrong. I’ve seen the charge sheet. I’ve 
spoken to the arresting officer. When she gets up in court 
and described how you were using a knife ..." 


"Crap!" 


"Have it your way!" Gladys drew the cigarette packet from 
her purse again and repeated the sharing of the fags. She 
had not been one hundred per cent honest when saying she 
was an occasional smoker. She went through two decks a 
day, and that according to ASH was forty too many. Not that 


she cared what ASH said. Smoking was a personal pleasure 
and nobody, least of all the government, had a right to 
deprive a citizen of his pleasures. 


Ina accepted her second cigarette without a murmured 
thanks. The world owed her, and she didn’t make any bones 
about this. 


Through a smoke haze, Gladys said, "You can check what 
l'm saying, and | won’t mind. They have records here going 
back thirty years or more. | was seventeen when they 
brought me here for a probation interview, which makes it 
twelve years ago. My people owned a small terrace house in 
Ealing - not far from your home in Acton ..." 


"I was born in Scotland!" Ina interrupted, her eyes at last 
showing some expression. 


"My father," Gladys continued, "worked for CAV as a stock- 
clerk. My mother suffered from a nervous infliction and 
there wasn’t a single night when they didn’t argue like hell. | 
didn’t know what it meant to go to bed without mother’s 
screams in my ears or having dad swearing to pack his bags 
and leave. We didn’t have much money and | suppose that’s 
what stopped dad. He certainly didn’t love mother and he 


hated me. He used to say | was responsible for mother’s 
condition. That the birth had been sheer agony for her and 
he wished I’d never been born. 


"When you feel there’s nothing at home you start looking 
around for someone, anyone, who will show you one iota of 
affection. | found it in a boy called Brian ..." 


Ina was picking a sore from the unbandaged upper arm. 
Gladys felt the urge to bang her head on the small table, but 
controlled her impulse. Maybe, she thought angrily ... 


Ina sensed the woman ’s disapproval but went on picking. 
She was half-inclined to believe Gladys but there was always 
the suspicion that these social workers would resort to any 
deviousness to make a client spill her guts. 


Gladys Gardiner slowly finished her cigarette and, like Ina 
before, ground the butt into the floor. If they did not provide 
an ashtray what could the authorities expect! 


The girl noticed what had happened and smiled to herself. 
That made them both bitches! 


"This Brian," Gladys eventually said, "had been arrested 
several times for stealing. He attended the same school as 
me and started chatting me up. | wasn’t very sexually 
aware, but knew he had something physical which attracted 
me. Anyway, | went out with him and the very first night he 
took me into the park ..." 


"You joined the club, eh?" Ina laughed, relaxing a lot. 


Gladys smiled confirmation. 


"They don’t give you a chance, do they?" Ina asked. 


"Brian did, | think. He asked if it would be okay." 


"Christ, mine didn’t ..." Ina suddenly became aware of what 
was happening and her lips pulled tightly together, her face 
hardening. 


As if the girl had been won over, Gladys kept speaking. The 
signs were good and she had no intention of letting Ina get 
off the hook. "Before | knew it, Brian had me keeping watch 
whilst he nicked everything in sight. I’d have done anything 
for him. He treated me like a human being. At times he was 
a big brother, but he was always a lover once it got dark. 
You know, | can’t understand how it was | never got 
pregnant. | didn’t take anything and Brian didn’t wear a 
sheath." 


"The bastards don’t,” Ina growled. 


"Brian gave me some of the money he got from a bloke who 
bought our nicked goods. | should have banked it but | 
wanted some gear. Dad caught me wearing a new skirt and 
beat the hell out of me, demanding to know where I'd stolen 
the bread ..." 


Ina held out her hand for a third fag. She didn’t ask, but 
there was no mistaking her need. For a second, Gladys 
considered a refusal. Then, shrugging, she got the packet 
out and performed the honours for both. 


"You didn’t call money ‘bread’ in ’65," Ina said as she tilted 
her head for a light. 


"| can’t remember," Gladys admitted. "Money is money no 
matter what nickname it gets." 


"Are you allowed to give me money?" 


"I can authorise a payment," Gladys replied, not 
encouraging the girl’s greed. 


"I’m skint," Ina persisted. "I could buy fags of me own..." 
Her eyes narrowed in speculation. 


"lII see what can be done," Gladys allowed. Mollycoddling 
might make a difference here, she thought. 


"Yeah ..." Ina reached up under her thin, torn t-shirt with its 
slogan emblazoned across her pushy little breasts. She 
scratched an itch lazily. 


"My own father," Gladys said distinctly, "turned me in! He 
had the fuzz question me about the bloody skirt. | told them 


I'd been given it as a present but not who the giver was. 
They didn’t believe me, but without proof what could they 
do!" 


“Those pigs don’t need proof!" Ina declared. 


Gladys visualised a school playground, Ina as a much 
younger person. She saw children shouting, running, some 
fighting. There was a teacher wringing his hands in dismay. 
A circle of screaming girls with two combatants in the 
centre. Blood streaked a tall, heavy girl’s face - and Ina, 
smaller, fitter, savage, coming in for the kill. 


God, l'm condemning her before she says a word, Gladys 
thought angrily. 


Aloud she said through a smile, "They must have been after 
you for quite some while, then.” 


"Yeah - the bas ..." The moment faded into stubborn silence. 
A bell sounded outside their little room and Ina’s face 
warped into an ugly grimace. "Are you going to be much 
longer?" she asked. "I'll miss my nosh!" 


Gladys got to her feet, crossed the room and opened the 
door. She felt - like a hammer - the woman officer's 
contempt and uncooperativeness. "Have Miss Murray’s food 
brought here," she ordered. 


"That’s against the rules," the officer replied, tartly. 


"Damn the bloody rules," Gladys grated. "If you need 
permission | suggest you ..." 


The woman held a hand up. Menacing eyes studied Gladys 
through half-shut lids, "there is no necessity to set a bad 
example, Miss Gardiner. We have a difficult enough job 
without your kind coming to lecture us." 


"Lam not lecturing," Gladys said slowly, stressing each 
word. Trying to keep her temper. "I am requesting a simple 
favour. The Court" - and she emphasised Court more than 
the rest - "would take a dim view of a report stating that my 
efforts on its behalf were negated by unsympathetic 
personal, obstruction." 


Ina Murray sat upright in her chair, able to see and hear this 
unexpected confrontation. She recognised a clash of 
authority and enjoyed the screw’s dilemma. This social 
worker was a fighter, not a person to be trampled on. 


"PIL ask," the officer said frostily. "There’s no guarantee ..." 


Gladys inclined her head slightly. "Do that," she said. "And 
l'Il have a cuppa." She closed the door abruptly and placed 
her spine against it. Her eyes twinkled now and a huge 
smile turned on Ina. "It does me good having a go at her 
kind." 


"She’ll come back and say it’s not allowed," Ina said, getting 
the needle in. She knew from experience that nobody beat 
the system. Once inside, remand was but a word on a piece 
of paper. The screws did not normally try to segregate 
convicted prisoners from those who were supposed to be 
awaiting trial. All were criminals in the eyes of the guards. 


If she gets her meal I'll get the breakthrough, Gladys 
thought. Further talk would only complicate the issue. She 
gave Ina another cigarette, lit one for herself and paced 
back and forth around the confining room. She paid scant 
attention to the girl as she smoked. She was recalling the 


past; the thankfully clouding past. She did not ever want to 
lose the picture of what she could so easily have become. 
Kicking over the traces, thrusting Brian from her life, 
accepting that she did not really have a father worthy of 
that emotional word, and having to fend more or less for 
herself had taken a lot out of her. There had been that 
period of six months during which suicide had loomed as the 
only solution. One push and they would have been saying 
prayers over her coffin. 


"Did you ever knife anyone?" 


Gladys turned in annoyance. "Certainly not!” 


Ina Murray grinned. "There isn’t anything like it." 


"I’m glad you think so!" Gladys closed the topic neatly. She 
realised that her expression was one of revulsion. That Ina 
was aware of her inability to understand the statement. 
Silence descended again over them. 


Four weary minutes dragged into the history books. 
Somewhere outside the room, the centre, events of global 


importance were taking place. Men, and women, were 
offering the helping hand to those less able to care for 
themselves. Soldiers in foreign lands were shooting 

and being shot. Terrorists were pulling off daring coups, 
holding innocents as hostages or laughingly committing 
brutal murder. Politicians were, as usual, talking ... talking ... 
talking to cover up their inability to do anything concrete 
about the problems they had created and let get out of 
hand. 


The door opened and the woman officer stood back from it 
to let a trolley wheeled by a surly fifty year old good 
conduct prisoner nimble into the room. 


"Thanks," Gladys said, meaning it. 


"Back to the kitchens,” the officer snapped to the prisoner 
and completely ignored the social worker’s remark, 
Slamming the door behind her. 


"Bitch!" Gladys murmured. 


"You did it!" Ina shouted in triumph. She came to her feet 
and looked over the food. 


From where Gladys stood the meal had the unpalatable 
appearance of a compost heap. Her cup of tea - a chipped, 
rim-stained mug in reality - was mostly black. 


"You can have some," Ina muttered, mouth already filled 
with cold peas and a portion of pork. 


"No thanks!" Gladys shook her head vehemently. It was her 
Opinion that this meal had been deliberately chosen by the 
officer. Only an addict of cheap cafés could have 
appreciated such a hideous serving. The prison population, 
generally, ate much better - as Gladys Gardiner knew. The 
days of bread and water, mouldy pies and dishwater posing 
as tea were no more. 


A cigarette after the meal seemed to Gladys the least she 
could do for Ina Murray. The way the girl had wolfed down 
every scrap, without one single complaint, said a lot for 
Ina’s eating habits. 


"Now, about this charge. . ."Gladys eventually said. 


Ina Murray’s face had a softness few people could ever have 
seen. "There’s no sense kicking against the pricks, "she said 
matter-of-factly. "They’ve got me bang to rights. I’m going to 
be lumbered with the max." 


"That is questionable," Gladys said. "The reason a social 
worker or probation officer is asked to interview a remand 
prisoner is to ascertain if, once more, the court should act 
leniently." 


"Shit!" Ina grunted. 


"Would you rather face the music alone?" 


"| always have." 


"And where has it got you?" 


"I’ve done all right." 


Gladys laughed sarcastically. "You call eating that muck 
doing all right? Come off it, Ina - don’t kid me. If you had the 
chance right now to cop a plea you’d give it a whirl. I’m your 
lifeline. Grab on." 


"Okay!" The girl’s features expressed reluctance, but over 
this the eyes searched wildly for an avenue of some relief. 
‘FII make a deal - you get me fags ..." 


"No deals, Ina!" 


The girl shrugged and gave a lop-sided smile. "No harm 
trying, eh?" 


Taking six cigarettes from her packet, Gladys left the 
matches on the table between them and opened a 
notebook. Only when her ballpoint was poised over the 
notebook did she slide the cigarettes across to Ina. Their 
eyes clashed, and held. "I need background," she said. "You 
can make it brief or go all the way back and detail 


everything you believe has a bearing on this charge. The 
choice is strictly yours." 


Ina’s fingers drew the precious smokes to her. 


What the hell, she thought fast, I’ve got nothing to lose. 


"Yeah," Ina whispered, and cleared her throat. "My choice 


Chapter Three 
INA MURRAY’S STORY 


GLASGOW’S slums did not encourage home happiness. 
Called the worst in Britain, the atmosphere within them 
reeked of decay, surrender and dejection. For Frank and 
Susan Murray their four year marriage had deteriorated into 
a running battle of priorities. Frank’s drinking was, in itself, a 
serious problem. In his cups, a nightly state, he demanded 
food his wife could not afford to buy, and sex which she had 
come to detest. What precious little cash remained after his 
bar bills were paid went on the horses. A compulsive 
gambler, Frank kept promising to click for an accumulator 
that would solve their worries. He never did. 


Determined to offer her child, daughter Ina, a better life 
than she had known, Susan Murray reached a major 
decision one night as Frank lay naked, satiated and snoring. 
Going through her husband’s pockets, she took the six 
pounds left from his pay packet - money he would have 
spent on his addictions, anyway - dressed, packed a 
suitcase, and bundled Ina in the warmest clothes they 
owned. 


Like an Arab woman carrying her belongings on her back as 
she stumbled in the wake of a nomadic husband, Susan left 
her Glasgow home and took a coach all the way to distant 


London. She did not have the faintest notion what the Big 
Smoke was like, or how she could survive better there. It 
was Said, though, in the newspapers that there were many 
job vacancies and more office buildings than companies to 
occupy them. She had no qualifications but an office cleaner 
did not have to pass an examination to fling a mop around. 


Basically, Susan Murray was an insecure, docile, drab 
female. She lacked a sense of humour, ambition and guts. 
Once in London she began to panic. The city frightened her, 
the people more so. She could not understand what they 
said, and knew they failed to understand her. 


Fortunately, she was drinking a cup of tea in a sleazy King’s 
Cross cafe when another Scot sat opposite her. Susan was 
not to know that the girl was a whore, one of many from 
Scotland’s brave land. The girl had not been completely 
hardened and the sight of Ina in her pathetic blankets 
touched her heart. A conversation touched her purse, too. 


Within two days, Susan and daughter Ina were living under 
a roof belonging to a Methodist lay preacher and a letter 
explaining the circumstances was on its way to Frank. 


Typical of the man, Frank Murray borrowed from all his 
drinking companions, his bookie and his employer, and took 
a train to London. Arriving at the Methodist’s home blind 
drunk, he dragged his wife and daughter out on to the 
streets, brandishing a fistful of money and boasting about 
the house he had rented. 


Soaked to the skin, Ina crying her little eyes out, Susan 
threatening to stop a policeman, Frank had to find 
somewhere for them to live when he finally sobered. An ad 
in the Evening News sounded right, and the trio soon had 
the keys to a terrace, two-up, two-down, turn of the century 
red-brick abode near Acton Town Hall. 


So, the Murrays became emigre Scots, forced to live a debt- 
ridden exile in the English capital. 


Forced by Frank’s compulsions. 


Forced by Susan’s inability to insist on changes. 


Taking a job with a local removal firm, Frank earned more 
than he ever had in Glasgow. But he drank more, too. 


Gambled in larger amounts. His mates called him The 
Scottish Flyer for his long-shot nags and losing 
accumulators. 


Ina started to grow. She wanted a father’s love. Her 
mother’s lack-lustre attention failed to satisfy a child’s 
desperate need for love, love, love. Frank Murray, however, 
seldom saw his daughter. His routine - straight to the 
nearest pub when the day’s stint ended - meant that he 
usually came home paralytic. Mornings provided an 
opportunity to speak to Ina but, inevitably, Frank’s hangover 
mood did not leave room for fatherly dalliance. 


A man possessed of an explosive temper, Frank believed 
that physical chastisement solved every problem. When a 
child cried a good back-hander silenced it. If it got in the 
way, a boot where it hurt most cleared the decks. 


Susan’s complaints and her disregard for the future lost her 
a daughter’s affection. Already displaying signs of rebellion 
against parental authority, Ina suffered at her father’s hands 
while her mother weepingly shut herself in the bedroom. 
From an age when memory registers events, Ina associated 
violence with her father. The pleasure and pain were 
synonymous in her mind; inseparables creating an 
interweaving confusion marked by a noted adrenalin rise. 


Revenge and hate festered inside the girl. Sent to school, 
she was forced to fight for her rights. And she remembered 
that school vividly. . . 


From the beginning, Ina Murray fought. Next door to the 
school was a bakery, an old barn-like cavern which exploded 
vans from its dark depths every morning. The aroma of 
freshly baked bread clung to the premises and the white- 
clad men who used to laugh and joke with the passing 
schoolgirls of every age. 


One girl, Wendy Price, had matured fast. Blonde, tall, 
thirteen, her breasts uplifted in a bra that always showed 
through her thin sweaters, she thought she was the hottest, 
hardest thing on two legs. 


Ina was too young to be jealous of the girl’s prowess with 
men. She believed Wendy was acting cheap going into the 
bakery with those two young bakers about three times a 
week. But she hated Wendy for getting hot loaves each visit 
inside the dark old place. And she wanted her share. After 
all, her father very seldom left anything on their breakfast 
table. 


Ina had heard the boys at school talking about their aggro. 
She saw them fighting, using their feet - stomping on rivals 
at every opportunity. One bloke, a shrimp called Tommy, 
boasted about the knife he carried to football matches. If he 
can scare bigger guys, Ina thought often... 


Frank Murray had been away delivering a furniture load to 
Leicestershire. The four day job meant overtime galore and 
a bonus from the antique dealer whose precious stuff had 
been moved without a scratch. Frank got stinking drunk the 
night he came back and was still woozy in the morning. 


Ina stared at her father and felt nothing but disgust. She 
tried to take a slice of bread from the plate between them. 


"Leave that," Frank roared. 


"I’m hungry," Ina shouted back, tugging at the buttered 
bread. 


Frank stared at the half slice left in his hand. His head 
throbbed. Suddenly, he pushed his chair back. It careered 
across the kitchen and collided with a wall unit. The dishes 


inside rattled. But Frank Murray did not hear. Eyes blazing 
fury, he rounded the table and seized his daughter. His fist 
rose and came slashing down across her young shoulders. 
She sobbed, trying to kick his sturdy shins. He flung her 
aside, lashed out with his booted foot and caught her in the 
chest. She screamed, huddled on the floor - her fingers 
squeezing stubbornly on the useless half slice of bread. 


Susan Murray knelt beside Ina, her flabby face quivering. 
"He didn't mean that, dear," she said. 


Ina crawled from her mother's ineffectual arms and got to 
her feet. The pain in her chest was terrible. Gritting her 
teeth she gasped, "He did!" Then, feeling sick, she 
staggered upstairs to the bathroom. 


When she came back to the kitchen, the table had been 
cleared, and her mother was humming some popular tune 
as she washed the few dishes in a foamy sink. Ina wanted to 
cleanse herself. Wanted to call her father dirty names. Then 
she saw the knife. It was a small, sharp paring knife. She 
recalled Tommy’s boast and quickly slipped it into her 
schoolbag. 


The school was less than four hundred feet from her home 
and Ina knew it might as well have been four hundred miles. 
Her mother did not come to school - ever. Not to collect her. 
Not to see the teachers about her work. It was as if school 
didn’t exist, and the time Ina spent there trying to learn 
something simply ceased to be between breakfast and tea. 


A cheeky baker called to Ina as she hurried past. "Hey, you 
forgot your apple, kid." 


Ina turned quick as a flash and stuck two fingers into the air. 
"Up yours, mister," she yelled, and ran the rest of the way. If 
she had failed to learn about history and grammar and all 
those other boring subjects they taught, she certainly had 
committed to memory the phraseology of the playground. 
Gestures included. 


She stood by the school railings, inside the concrete jungle 
inhabited by brawling, noisy children. She watched the 
bakery entrance, her chest sore. Every breath was an effort, 
like somebody was sticking hot pins through her lungs. But 
she didn’t care. The hatred for her father boiled over and 
the hunger pangs made more sense than the ache in her 
chest. 


Wendy came bouncing from the bakery entrance, a plastic 
shopping bag swinging from one hand. The blonde girl 
paused on the street, waved back into the dark cavern and 
called, "See you both tomorrow." 


Ina moved slowly along the railings, fumbling in her 
schoolbag for the paring knife. Her taste-buds worked like 
mad. Her nose wrinkled to the permeating aroma of the 
bakery drifting overhead. 


Wendy stared at the pathetic small figure blocking the 
school gate and waved majestically. "Move out the way," 
she said, snooty as hell. 


"| want one of your loaves." 


"You what?" Wendy laughed and took a step forward. 


The knife appeared in Ina’s hand. At that moment, she felt 
twice as tall as Wendy. The blonde girl’s instant fright, the 
rasping indrawn breath, gave Ina a thrill unlike any other 
she had experienced. 


"You could be sent to jail for this," Wendy bluffed. 


"PII stick you if you don’t give me a loaf," Ina hissed. A 
strange racing filled her. Something magical clicked in her 
mind. Every part of her pulsed wildly and the excitement 
almost made her faint. 


Wendy backed away, dropping the plastic bag. 


"If you squeal ..." Ina muttered menacingly, folly in 
command. The knife doing circular motions between them. 


“Take the bleedin’ bread - see if | care!" Wendy’s voice 
sounded false, scared stiff. 


Ina helped herself to one loaf. It was so crusty, and hot. She 
laughed aloud, kicking the second loaf in its plastic bag 
across the pavement into a dirty gutter. "That’s yours, "she 
chuckled and trotted away, back towards her house and 
butter. 


Tommy did not come to school one Monday morning. Ina 
Murray wondered what had happened to her shrimp-sized 
friend. Before the first lesson she heard other kids talking in 
furtive whispers. Tommy was in hospital, and getting blood 
transfusions. "Serves him right!" one boy snarled. Another 
sneered: "Stupid bastard - trying to pig-stick ..." 


Ina did not stop to ask who Tommy wanted to knife. She felt 
sad, lost. There had always been a question mark about 
using a knife at the back of her mind. She had lain in bed 
and imagined all sorts of aggro, seen herself confronting a 
big bloke who wasn’t scared of her small paring knife. At no 
time in her semi-dream state had she been able to work out 
how she fared. Oh, she was quick. Small and speedy. But 
that big bloke hadn’t been slow, either. 


All that day the school buzzed. A couple of policemen came 
and spoke to boys in Tommy's class. The word was out - 
Tommy would not be coming to school again. The other 
bloke in the soccer match fight was in an even worse state 
than poor Tommy. 


About three weeks after Tommy had been sent to an 
approved school, Ina was walking along the Vale. Four burly 
lrish labourers were on the opposite side of the street and 
they were drunk. Ina recognised this. How could she ever 
mistake the antics of a drunk! An argument in progress 


continued as the men staggered past a row of small shops. 
One - his black donkey jacket emblazoned by a common 
name - swung and took a wine bottle from his pocket. He 
waved this, bellowing insults at a frightened shopkeeper 
peering through a large plate-glass window. Another of the 
foursome - squatter and broader with bare arms like a 
gorilla's - tried to get the bottle from his companion. 


Ina watched in fascination. Was this how her father 
behaved? She wanted to scream, to run and leap into bed to 
escape the shame of the drunks. Yet, another side of her felt 
compelled to suffer. She wished she was a man, a strong 
man. How she would have gone across the street and 
bashed the disgusting louts. 


A struggle over the wine bottle took the two drunks closer to 
the shop window. Egged on by the remaining pair, inspired 
probably by the irate shopkeeper who now came out to 
protect his premises (although it was obvious he was an 
extremely worried, scared individual), the battling duo took 
massive swings at one another. 


They couldn't hit a stationary fly, Ina thought. 


The biggest man dropped his bottle and stood staring down 
at the liquid running across the littered pavement. A roar 
erupted from his slack lips and he kicked out in frustration. 
His boot caught the squat drunk as this one bent to touch 
the sharded bottle and sent him careering. 


Ina tensed! The sound of breaking glass could be heard 
above the traffic hum. She saw the squat man hurtle 
through the window, his yells frozen in her ears. People 
came from everywhere, the other drunks weaving away 
from the scene in frenzied self-preservation. 


Ina dashed across the Vale, avoiding slowing traffic. 
Everybody wanted to see what was happening! 


The shopkeeper stood by his shattered window, wringing his 
hands in dismay. Blood splattered the canned goods on 
display, coated packets of detergent lying in confusion. The 
drunk kicked, moaned, and tried to scramble from the 
window. Glass stuck out from his cut face, gleaming brightly 
as gushers of bubbling crimson stained the embedded 
edges. 


A woman groaned and sank to her knees. A man shut his 
eyes. Ina, transfixed to the spot, found herself unable to 


look away from the terrible sight. She visualised her knife, 
an opponent, a single deep cut. Then, she saw another 
imaginary foe... bleeding profusely from a dozen cuts and 
her with a broken bottle in her hand, daring the enemy to 
attack. 


Beads of perspiration covered Ina’s forehead. Her body 
trembled. She knew, then, the pleasure of seeing someone 
vanquished so bloodily. This was what a fighter needed. To 
actually see evidence of defeat in all its most gory best! 


When the Irishman was taken away in an ambulance, Ina 
bent and picked up a glass sliver. A fleck of crimson dotted 
one side. She fondled the sliver, nearly cutting her finger as 
she explored all the sharp edges. 


"Be careful, girl," a man said, taking the glass from her 
fingers. 


Ina smiled mysteriously. "I shall be . . ."she said and left him 
wondering what exactly she meant. 


Chapter Four 
A BEGINNING 


SITTING at home alone, Gladys Gardiner listened to her 
latest David Soul record. A fire burned warmly in a grate, its 
reflections providing the only light in the neat, comfortable 
room. Wearing her loose multi-hued caftan, its zip front 
open to let the fire’s sensual heat brush her naked skin, she 
tried to force Ina Murray from her mind - and could not. The 
girl’s problems kept returning to torment her. 


Anxiety to have her report precise enough for a magistrate 
to read in its entirety, and yet convey the dominating 
factors which she knew were responsible for Ina’s present 
state of mind, left her unable to concentrate on David's 
sweet voice. Muttering, she got to her feet and switched off 
the stereo. A long mirror across the room shot fire- glow at 
her and she gave it a two-fingers symbolic gesture. She was 
not excited by what she saw in it. Some women, she 
realised, got a kick looking at their nakedness. Some used 
this trick to incite passions. Not her though. She believed in 
keeping herself clean, groomed according to a casual 
standard. She knew what equipment she had and liked 
knowing that men enjoyed her breasts, thighs, buttocks, 
dark pubic hair, all of her. 


"You'll do," she told the mirrored image and folded her 
caftan across her svelte stomach. 


A desk in a corner of the room drew her. Switching ona 
goose-necked lamp, she sat down and studied the papers on 
the desk. She read one sheet and tore it up in rejection. If 
Ina Murray came across as an incurable sadist the girl would 
have no chance in court. At that moment she only wanted to 
offer an alternative to imprisonment. 


An hour later, Gladys decided she could not write a decent 
report on the scanty information she had. A feeling 
persisted that she had not been able to penetrate the girl’s 
defensive mechanism, and she blamed this on the remand 
centre’s sterile atmosphere. Of course, there was also that 
woman - the officer. Her attitude had not been conducive for 
a friendly get-together between prisoner and social worker. 


She went to the fire and placed more coal on it. If the 
probation service had been less overworked she would not 
have been involved in the Murray affair. Strictly speaking, 
this was a probation duty. She shrugged and removed her 
caftan. The heat was overpowering. She considered opening 
a window, but the rain lashing against the panes put an end 
to that thought. She had only recently bought her new 
curtains and she certainly did not want them stained. 


The telephone jangled discordantly. She answered it, her 
nudity a conscious embarrassment. Mentally cursing the 
mirror which showed it all, she swung so that her bare 
bottom was presented to the glass. Thank God this isn't 
phonovision, she thought hotly. 


"a. Ín an hour?" she heard Ray’s voice saying into her ear. 


"You're joking,” she squealed. "I’m starkers ..." 


"Wow! I'll be there in two minutes!" 


"Don’t you dare," Gladys threatened, suddenly pleased. 


"Seriously, Gladys - | wanted to take you out. There’s a new 
Chinese restaurant ..." 


"I’ve eaten." 


"That’s what | was about to say. You may have eaten so l'Il 
just bring a bottle and we can sit in your place and talk." 


"Talk?" 


"Yeah - unless there’s something else you’d prefer to do..." 


“Trust you, Ray!" 


"Dependable me! What do you say?" 


Gladys looked across at her desk. To hell with Ina Murray. 
Life did not begin and end with the bloody job. She was 
almost thirty, a healthy female with normal sexual 
appetites. Ray had been a steady for longer than it took a 
man to hear wedding bells and, so far, their bedroom 
encounters had been limited to three after-party impromptu 
sessions which, in all honesty, had been neither gratifying 
nor a complete wash-out. 


"Gladys - are you still there?" 


"Yes, Ray - okay, bring the bottle." 


"You mean... ?" His voice sounded excited. 


"It’s the way that you do it," she laughed. 


"And that’s what gets results," his answering chuckle 
promised. "Be there in an hour!" 


Gladys replaced the telephone and faced her mirror. This 
time she surveyed her flesh with a speculative gaze. Her 
hands moved teasingly down over her breasts, the nipples 
springing erect. She winked at her image and continued to 
palm her flanks, reaching behind to gently cup and squeeze 
each buttock. 


"God, you’re brazen,” she told the mirror, and dashed for 
the bathroom. She sprinkled liquid Radox in the hot water 
filling her tub, leaving the door open so that the scent could 
waft through her flat. Every little innovation helped... 


Ina Murray entered the room and halted, eyes wide as they 
stared at the social worker. There was something different 
about Gladys Gardiner. Something she could not quite 
describe. The dark hair was the same, the face still not 
plastered with make-up. The clothes! She advanced a step, 
and said, "Dressed for a party, miss?" 


Gladys smiled and nodded to the escorting officer. "Wait 
outside please." 


The woman - a slender, affable creature specially assigned 
to the chore following Gladys’ early morning complaint 
about yesterday’s authoritarian - said, "Certainly, Miss 
Gardiner. Call if you require anything." 


When the door closed gently on the officer, Gladys took her 
seat and motioned for Ina to follow suit. "Not a party, Ina,” 
she began, "but an occasion. And thank you for being so 
polite. | like that ‘miss.’" 


Ina smirked. She had spent the night in her cell formulating 
a plan of action. There was no percentage playing the hard- 
case role. And she would feel nothing being agreeable. 


"I’ve been reading through my notes;" Gladys mentioned. 
“There’s a lot we can do to strengthen the background. | 
want you to think carefully about those events leading up to 
your first brush with the law ..." 


Inwardly, Ina sensed a partial victory. She had this do- 
gooder eating out of her hand. Three packets of cigarettes 
delivered before the interview proved there was a weakness 
showing. 


Gladys did not alter her expression when Ina produced a 
cigarette and waited patiently for a light. So what if the girl 
radiated triumph! Nothing could get her going today. 
Nothing! Vibrations trickled up and down her spine. God, 
how wonderful it had been with Ray last night. If that was a 
sample of what marriage would be like then she was very 
glad she had said yes to Ray’s spontaneous question at the 
height of mutual enjoyment. Today was definitely an 
occasion. She was meeting Ray to visit a jeweller. By 
tomorrow a ring would sparkle on her third finger, left hand. 


Cigarette going, its blue-grey coils mingling with those from 
Gladys Gardiner’s, Ina Murray sat back and said her lines. 
Each had been carefully rehearsed during the night. If she 
was going to speak then the words had to vividly portray 
her torment, her shock, her grief. 


Chapter Five 
...AND AN END 


AN eleventh birthday should have meant something more 
than a mother's curt "Happy birthday” and a father’s 
growled, "Yeah - happy birthday." 


Ina left the house deeply disturbed. Other girls in her school 
celebrated their birthdays by getting gifts and throwing a 
party for their friends. She had never had a genuine 
birthday party. She had no friends to invite even if her 
parents gave permission for a party. There were several kids 
- mostly boys her own age - she called mates, but they did 
not appeal all that much. They were all right when it came 
to having a bit of aggro, or going into Woolworth’s on a 
nicking spree. But to actually contemplate them sitting 
across a loaded table stuffing cream cakes down their 
throats was not Ina’s idea of party fun. 


Mr. Gregory, her teacher, had the information on her school 
card and when the class assembled he held his hand aloft 
and announced, "It is Ina Murray’s birthday, boys and girls. 
Let us all sing "Happy Birthday, Ina..." 


That special moment was her only joy on a day to be long 
remembered. 


It was three minutes past twelve when the uniformed 
policeman came to take Ina home. He tried to be friendly 
and answer her questions - all except the vital one: "Why do 
| need a policeman to see me home?" 


Susan Murray sat in an old rocker, swaying back and forth, 
face stained by the tears which ran incessantly down her 
pale cheeks. A policewoman sat opposite, strained, and 
strangely silent. 


Ina sensed something was awfully wrong. But what? She 
went to her mother and stood there looking at the pathetic 
drained woman. "What is it?" she asked. 


Susan screamed, placing her hands before her eyes. 


The policewoman came to Ina and placed an arm round the 
girl’s shoulders. "Your father ..." 


Ina barely heard what was said. Her father! 


",,. the piano crushed him. He was dead on arrival at Park 
Royal." 


Dead! She would not come home fearful of what her father 
would do to her. She would not have to leave for school with 
an ache in her empty stomach. There would be no more 
kicks in the chest, a fist on the mouth. No ugly scenes 
between her parents. None of those filthy noises when her 
mother yielded to a drunken lust. 


“Would you like some tea?” the policewoman asked. 


"No!" Ina swung and fled from the house. What a birthday. 
What a gift. 


She walked along Acton High Street, into the park. She sat 
on a bench and watched a man fly a model plane. The 
stupid bastard, she thought. At his age and still playing with 
silly models. The urge to smash the bloody model surged up 
in her. She wanted to lash out at the world - everybody in it. 
What had she done to deserve this loneliness. Her father 


had been a louse and an inconsiderate violent drunk. But he 
had not been a dull man. She remembered the rare times 
when he’d had a small win on the nags and, out of 
character, had bought his family a meal in the fish and chip 
shop. Or came home with a new dress. Or half-soused, had 
done a Highland fling in the kitchen. 


Now, all she had was mother. A stupid, dull woman without 
the brains to cope. She knew things would only get worse. 


The model aircraft buzzed, swooped and landed on the path 
near Ina’s bench. She yelled, jumped up and danced on the 
model. Balsa wood did not make a satisfactory sound as it 
broke. The little engine spluttered, parts falling off as her 
feet stomped into it. Even that was not sufficient. Her 
adrenalin spurted, her face flushing. She needed 
excitement. She had to have her juices flowing like crazy. 
The plane’s owner raced across and grabbed her, his eyes 
blazing hate. Ina aimed and kicked him in the testicles. As 
he doubled, she seized the splintered model, its bright 
metal parts exposed and jagged. The man gulped air, face 
turned upwards. Ina snarled, lips drawn back in animal fury - 
and rammed the model hard into his flesh. 


She did not wait to hear the man’s agonised roars. Nor see 
his lacerated flesh ooze blood, his eye transfixed by a metal 


Shard. The killing instinct was in her. She had to find another 
victim. The hurt in her demanded sympathetic pleasure. 


A policeman standing by the Town Hall scratched his chin 
and watched as the girl ran into Winchester Street. He could 
hot put a finger on what it was about her that bothered him. 
There was a wildness etched on her features, he had to 
admit. But he concluded, as his gaze went to a lorry slowing 
outside a store opposite, that kids often got hysterical for 
the craziest of reasons. 


Entering Acton Lane, Ina Murray tore past the old Wilkinson 
factory by the railway arch. She wished she had one of 
those gleaming swords with the intricate handles they 
showed on their telly adverts. She could have stuck a dozen 
people with that! 


At Southfields she headed straight for the playing fields. The 
noise of youthful voices raised in support of a team 
attracted her. Nobody had the right to be happy today. Least 
ofall... 


She slammed into a boy wearing soccer gear, Knocking him 
to the ground. A sports master shouted at her but she shot 
across the pitch, her fury blinding her to the teams 


converging in an attempt to bring her invasion to an end. 
Boys, and a few cloth-capped, scarf-throated pensioners on 
the touchlines encouraged her. The game had been one big 
yawn for most of the spectators and any interruption came 
as a welcome surprise. 


Ina was running out of steam. Her chest heaved, her legs 
heavy. She slid to a halt and sneeringly faced two players 
coming up on her. She hated their fresh-cheeked eagerness. 
She detested their sporting fun. Screaming insults she flung 
herself on the nearer of the boys, kicking and gouging. 


Harvey Pough groaned and tore the girl from her victim. It 
did not take a student of psychology to see that this girl was 
suffering a mental breakdown. A master whose 
responsibility for turning out a school soccer team able to 
hold its own against moderate league opposition still had to 
have some groundwork in other subjects. Grasping the girl 
in his arms, Harvey tried to calm her with whispered words. 


"Take it easy. Everything’s okay now ..." 


"Like shit it is!" Ina back-heeled viciously, seeking to 
terminate his manhood. 


"You devil!"Pugh yelped, forgetting his good Samaritan act. 


Three of the boys came to his rescue, seizing Ina’s legs. Ina 
second she was whipped outwards so that she was 
Suspended mid-air between them and their master. 


"She can’t get out now, sir," One young wit smiled. 


Keeping a straight face, Pugh suggested, "Let’s see if we 
can restrain her in a more comfortable position.” 


Gently, guided by the master’s instructions, they lowered 
Ina to the ground. As he held both her arms above her head 
and kept his weight on them, one boy went to fetch a 
blanket from the school kit. Pugh believed in safety first. No 
one was allowed to take a team to the playing fields without 
his carefully packed kit. 


Ina stared at the sky above, refusing to speak or even look 
at Pugh. Movement above the waist was impossible anyway. 
She shut her eyes tightly. What was the use! 


"Sir, there’s a policeman here ..." 


The lad’s voice penetrated Ina’s reverie. The fat was on her 
fire. Ah, hell - she didn’t care a bloody damn! Whatever Ina 
Murray thought about justice, the courts, the police, and 
those other services concerned with the administration of 
the law as it applied to juveniles, she had no complaints 
about her treatment. From beginning to end of the sad affair 
no one so much as spoke a cross word to her. Everybody 
tried their damndest to make excuses for her behaviour. 
And yet, the truth stared them all right in the legal face. 
Teachers had to admit she was a problem child. School 
friends - and she erased the friends for mates - said she 
liked to hurt others. Her mother cried copiously and told 
them she could do nothing to control her daughter. 


The policeman who had called for her the day her father 
died tried to inform the court that the shock had been 
traumatic. He did his best but it was not enough. 


Ina Murray was sent to an approved school, her young 
copybook blotted at the tender age of eleven. 


The girls in her new school were hard nuts. The teachers 
liked to think of themselves as tough. Ina soon discovered 
they were jelly in the hands of a determined few. Their 
liberal teaching methods got laughs behind their collective 
backs. 


Thrown in amongst an assortment of villains, the average 
householder would be hard put to condemn unless he, or 
she, had the misfortune to meet up against one on a dark 
night, Ina realised she had to stand up for herself or go 
under. There were some girls in the school aged nine and 
under. Most though had passed their thirteenth birthday and 
were criminals in the most professional understanding of the 
word. 


Poppy Lucas and Agnes Madeley had connections with some 
of the East End rackets. They ruled, and how. If either girl 
issued an order it did not take long before somebody carried 
it out. Rumour had it that the teachers went in fear of 
offending Poppy. 


Within two hours of entering the approved school, Ina was 
paraded before Poppy. Several hangers-on came to hear the 
new girl’s "qualifications." 


Poppy had a glass eye which gave her an unemotional 
expression. Her coppery hair hung down her back, about her 
only concession to her sex. She wore Levi's, a t-shirt, a wide 
belt with an enormous buckle, and cork-soled platform 
shoes. She wore no make-up whatsoever and her thin lips 
had a habit of slanting to one side. She reminded Ina of a 
gum-chewing Yank and spoke from the side of her mouth in 
a husky whisper. She did not have much of a figure. Indeed, 
some boys were more softly rounded than Poppy. 


"GBH, eh?" Poppy asked as Ina was brought to stand before 
her. 


Ina sighed. She knew the expression, but did not wish to 
deny the charge at that moment. The police had twisted the 
facts to comply with a juvenile court’s sympathies. 


"Well, Miss Ina Murray, we won't tolerate GBH here ... not 
unless I’m the one to break your bleedin’ neck!" Poppy 
laughed at her own joke. 


"Laugh," one of her hangers-on urged. 


Ina kept her features taut. 


Poppy glared. "Are we going to have difficulties with you, 
Ina?" 


"Leave me alone," Ina said, her small body tense. 


"| haven’t started to interfere with you - yet." 


Something in the way Poppy said the words made Ina 
tremble. 


“There are rules," Poppy continued, her single eye glinting. 
"To hell with the teachers, | give the orders. Agnes can tell 
you what to do, too. She’s my lieutenant ..." 


"This isn’t the army," Ina remarked. 


"It is whatever | want it to be!" Poppy came closer and 
deliberately slapped Ina’s face. The blow came as a Surprise 


and the force behind it stunned Ina momentarily. Hands 
gripped her arms before she could gather strength for a 
retaliation. "You are scum. | am the leader. When | say jump, 
you jump. Get me?" 


Ina knew when the odds were against her. She nodded but 
steadfastly refused to openly admit that Poppy or any other 
person could tell her what she could, or could not, do. 


"Show her around!" Poppy dismissed her audience. 


The girl dragging Ina from Poppy’s dormitory whispered, 
"Leave it for today. She won't bother you the rest of this 
week." 


"I’ll make her crawl," Ina hissed. 


The girl swung Ina and stuck her nose against the 
newcomer’s. "Try it, sister. Just try it and we'll do you!" 


Chapter Six 
INA’S REPUTATION GROWS 


ALTHOUGH her new school was run on lines unfamiliar to 
the eleven year old Ina Murray, she accepted the drastic 
change without a murmur. She saw other young girls 
brought in every day of that first week there, and took 
satisfaction in watching them fall apart at the seams. Not 
her though. She took everything Poppy and her minions 
dished out and could say she was as unyielding eight days 
later as she had been the afternoon of her "welcome". 


Agnes Madeley, thirteen and already a whore, helped Ina 
adjust. As Poppy’s right hand "woman" and a hard-as-nails 
product of a Plaistow slum, Agnes seldom showed sympathy 
for new arrivals. But there was something about Ina Murray 
that reminded Agnes of herself at Ina’s age. 


"| lost me old man the same as you, dear," Agnes said 
Shortly after she was introduced to the Scottish-born 
Actonite. "’e was a bleed in’ drunk an’ all. ‘it me fair awful." 


"| hated my father," Ina said. 


"Me, too," Agnes confessed with a giggle, "’e thought | loved 
"im, bleedin’ fool!" 


"| didn’t show love," Ina said, head back and high. 


"You wus right, dear." Agnes lifted her skirt to show an ugly 
hole on her upper thigh. It had healed years previously but 
the scar would remain forever. 


"Your father did that?" Ina sounded shocked. 


“Threw a bleedin’ spike and it went into me, ’e did." 


"Did it hurt?" 


Agnes stared at Ina. "Did it bleedin’ ’urt? Yeah, it ’urt okay." 


"God!" 


That exchange made them mates. Whenever Poppy decided 
to make an example of Ina, it was Agnes who usually talked 
her out of it. But Poppy wanted to tame Ina and nothing 
Agnes could do was going to prevent this. 


"Look dear," Agnes told Ina one night as the girls trooped 
from the television lounge to their separate dormitories. "Be 
careful, Poppy’s gonna ‘ave a go. She’s wicked, she is." 


Getting undressed, Ina watched her companions horse 
around. A moppet with a reputation for being one of the 
best shop-lifters in Harrow deliberately tripped another girl. 
Like greased lightning the girl came off the floor and drove 
her knee into the moppet’s belly. As the shop-lifter sagged 
in the middle, her opponent brought both hands down on 
the base of her neck. 


Ina giggled, then fell silent when the moppet didn’t move a 
muscle. 


"She's killed her!" a startled voice cried. 


"She’s kayoed," the victor explained, standing in triumph 
over the fallen foe. "That’s the way they knock ’em out on 
the telly. | read a book how to do it." 


As a few girls slung the unfortunate moppet into her bed 
and drew the covers, Ina approached the fighting whirlwind. 
“Could | learn how to do that?" she asked. 


"Course - it’s all in my book ..." The girl went to her bed, and 
took a thin volume from under her pillow. The cover showed 
a pair of creatures cavorting across a field of daffodils under 
the title of Uncle Fred's Holiday. 


"That?" Ina asked in amazement. "That tells you how to kick 
a bloke in the balls?" 


"Look!" The girl opened the book. Inside the false cover was 
an instruction manual for the Chinese martial arts. "See?" 
Her voice rose gloatingly. 


Ina borrowed the book and a pencil-flash from another 
inmate. After inspection, she burrowed beneath her covers 


and read ... page by page... until the flashlight began to 
fade. 


There was an atmosphere of tension in the dormitory when 
Ina answered Poppy’s command to appear for 
“chastisement". Like Agnes had warned, Poppy was 
determined to show this stubborn creature that it did not 
pay to have individualistic beliefs. 


The dormitory was a large, bare-looking place with low 
ceilings, iron bedsteads placed head-to-toe up and down 
each side of the rectangle, and a few windows which let in 
precious little daylight. At one end a pair of swing doors 
opened into a narrow corridor leading to a communal 
washroom and toilets. The floors were freshly scrubbed, 
plain wood. Beside each bed was a steel locker and a small 
square table. Five overhead lights without shades were 
spaced evenly down the dorm’s length. 


Poppy stood at the doorless end of the dorm, her cronies 
seated on nearby beds. Agnes waited just inside the 
swinging doors. She whispered, "Crissakes, don’t be a 
bleedin’ ero!" 


"Come here," Poppy called, gesturing like an ancient baron 
to his serf. Her serf in Poppy’s case. 


Ina Murray walked the dorm’s length slowly. What form of 
chastisement Poppy had in mind remained a mystery but 
she could guess it would involve some humility and a 
beating. 


"You've been a naughty girl," Poppy leered. 


"Shit on this," Ina replied. "Get to the point." 


Agnes exhaled loudly. One of the onlookers giggled, until 
silenced by Poppy’s frigid glare. 


"I’m going to thrash you," Poppy said next, her single eye 
boring into her victim’s. 


One thing Ina had committed to memory from the martial 
arts volume was the fact that a surprise attack is usually 
successful. The die was cast. It made no difference now 
what she did, Poppy would have a go. Ina laughed to throw 


Poppy off and as the older girl cocked her head in studied 
query, Ina took a leap ... 


Legs coiled immediately her feet left the floor, suddenly 
straightened, and found their target - Poppy’s belly. Landing 
awkwardly, Ina regained her balance before Poppy 
recovered. The older girl’s face was contorted in agony, her 
hands closed over the bruised stomach, her back leaning 
against the dorm wall. Ina measured the distance mentally 
and did a little dance-like step. She was slight and fast. Her 
movements were a continuous blur as, first, she slashed her 
stiffened palm across Poppy’s nose bridge and, secondly, 
drove her knee up between Poppy’s thighs. 


Poppy yelled and appeared to vomit. 


Agnes screamed for Poppy’s allies to "Stay where you 
bleedin’ are!" and came forward to act as referee. 


Ina didn’t need an umpire. Nor referee. She was in total 
command of the situation. She grabbed Poppy’s hair, forced 
her face against the floor and savagely ground the heel of 
her right foot into the neck. 


The swing doors flew open and a girl shouted: "Break! 
Dawson’s coming!" 


Agnes got her arms quickly under Poppy’s armpits and 
heaved the defeated leader on to a bed. Ina walked halfway 
up the dorm and casually pretended to be engaged in an 
examination of her shoe. 


Miss Dawson marched into the dormitory and hesitated to 
let her gaze wander over the inmates. She sensed from past 
experience that something was far from right. She knew Ina 
Murray should not be there although it was always possible 
that the recent arrival was on a legitimate errand. She 
stared at Poppy Lucas. The girl’s colour was a most unusual 
shade of green. She opened her mouth to enquire if, 
perhaps, Poppy was coming down with some ailment and 
decided against questions. She turned and made a sedate 
official exit. 


Ina did not glance back. She walked down the dorm, 
following Miss Dawson at a respectable, safe distance to the 
lower floor. 


The grapevine lost no time putting the word around. Ina 
Murray had gained a reputation. If, as one girl said in awe, 


Ina could beat up Poppy then she was to be left alone. No 
one would ever again try to take advantage of the 
undernourished Scotty. 


Chapter Seven 
THE DAMNED 


LEAVING the remand centre with the promise to return 
after lunch, Gladys Gardiner felt the urgent need to cleanse 
her ears. And mind. Some of Ina’s descriptive passages had 
been, to say the least, filthy. A prude she was not, yet even 
when she was at her worst and in danger of going right off 
the tracks, Gladys had not used four letter language to 
compare with Ina’s flow. A mere twelve years separated 
them, but Gladys had the impression that the kids today 
were not just running downhill, they were jetting. 


Well, she concluded over a sandwich and coffee in a 
reasonably priced, clean establishment within walking 
distance of the centre, it takes a smarter girl than Ina to 
stick with a plan. Early on in the interview she had the 
notion that Ina was trying a snow job. Trying to create the 
image of hard-done-by little mite pitted against a cruel 
world. But, as Ina had warmed to her story, the picture had 
changed. The reels had got mixed. 


Gladys remembered her appointment with Ray. Leaving the 
cafe she found a telephone and called his business number. 
She explained about Ina, the report, and left it to him when 
and where they should meet. 


"Is this job of yours going to make demands on our 
togetherness?" Ray asked humorously. 


"| fit does | shall expect you to provide for a non-working 
wife." 


"Out of the question, honey. Quite seriously, with inflation 
zooming ahead, we'll be lucky to manage on both salaries." 


"And you told me you had five thousand in the bank!" 


"That’s true," his cheerful voice said. "All on an overdraft!" 


"Are we too old to qualify for a one hundred per cent 
mortgage?" Gladys asked, a home uppermost in mind. 


"PII check. Now, be a darling and blast off. I’ve a client doing 
his nut. See you at Bond Street Underground, four thirty 
Sharp. Kisses, honey ..." 


Gladys enjoyed the sensations in her head. This was cloud 
nine walking and nor even the Ina Murrays of her job could 
detract from the wonderful feeling of her engagement day. 
She made sure the centre’s break had finished before going 
inside. She did not want one single hang-up to cast a 
Shadow over the next few hours... 


"I’m not going to get away with this, am |?" Ina asked as 
they settled down for the session. 


"Only the court decides what is a fitting punishment for any 
crime," Gladys said, wondering what new mood was upon 
the girl. 


"You'd know," Ina insisted. "They tell social workers 
everything." 


"I’m afraid that’s where you’re wrong, Ina. They tell us very 
little. They expect us to be specialists and have an 
understanding of ..." She hesitated, then gushed, "... your 
type. They accept our reports as honest endeavours but 
treat them as guidelines only. Supposing | said you were 
sincere, ready to admit your guilt and prepared to adjust. 


That would be read and digested, but it would be my word 
against the opinions of others equally qualified to make an 
assessment." 


"No bloody hope, eh?" Ina fumbled a cigarette from her 
second packet. 


“There is always hope. Without hope we cannot exist." 
Gladys lit Ina’s fag, and her own. She made a mental note to 
have another few packets provided. Aloud, she continued, 
"Can we skip the speculations and concentrate on what 
happened after you left approved school?" 


“Mayas well." Ina grinned and crossed her legs. "It’s better 
in here than having those bloody screws yelling at me." 


Gladys sighed. The more she was in Ina’s company the more 
inclined she was to really pack the job in and make Ray 
keep her. It could not do anyone good being forced to 
associate with ... She stopped herself. That was dangerous 
thinking. She had been a tearaway once. She had taken up 
social work to help others avoid the pitfalls she knew from 
experience. Ina Murray was not the only problem girl left. 
For every Ina there was a thousand half-decent young 
maturing women ready to face their responsibilities. Ready 


to alter a mode of life which had brought them to disaster 
point. 


"Did you tell her ..."and Ina jerked a thumb at the door, "we 
want tea in an hour?" 


"Don’t press your luck, Ina," Gladys warned. 


"I won’t, miss ..." Ina smiled disarmingly. She could turn on 
the charm when she wished. 


"Okay, then - let’s hurry along. | don’t want to be late for ... 
er, an appointment." 


“Personal business?" Ina asked quietly. 


The bitch is trying to trap me, Gladys thought. It’s charming 
to think they're always after you. Wouldn’t she sneer her 
face off if she could get me hauled over the coals! 


"You are not," Gladys said calmly, seething inwardly, "my 
only case assignment. Come on, settle down ..." 


Ina shrugged, convinced that this social worker was pulling 
wool over her eyes. Ah, what the hell, she thought, don’t 1 
do the same to people? She closed her eyes, went back in 
time and said: "At the school there was this girl . . . from 
Birmingham, | believe. She ran away from home and landed 
up in a basement flat belonging to five Asians. The little sod 
was only twelve then. Imagine it - a twelve year old and 
shacking up with five Asians! Christ, she soon found out 
what the hell sex was about. Those bloody blokes kept 
raping her until she couldn’t take any more. That’s when 
she busted a chair over one’s head. And listen to this... 
they had the bloody nerve to call the cops and have her 
arrested! She didn’t stand a chance. The Asians had this 
organisation which looked after their affairs. They got a 
solicitor and he convinced the fuzz the kid was sex mad and 
had seduced the five blokes. Isn’t that a bloody giggle! A 
twelve year old seduced five blokes! Anyway this girl knew 
some real tricks. She taught me how to make a cosh from 
those copper wires they use in heating units. She swore 
that’s how they did it in Birmingham, yeah, it was 
Birmingham she came from ..." 


Gladys reserved an opinion on the twelve year old. But in 
the event that Ina Murray was telling the gospel for once 
then she had a duty to bring the matter to the attention of 


her superior. If the girl had been wronged the court would 
appreciate any evidence to clear her name. The notation 
entered in her book, Gladys listened to Ina again ... 


Going home did not thrill Ina Murray. She had gained much 
knowledge about the workings of the welfare state from her 
inmate associates and yet she doubted if there would be 
any opportunity to get everything she and her mother were 
entitled to from Social Security. She knew her mother was 
afraid of the authorities. Susan Murray’s idea of assistance 
amounted to a small handout and a grumble about rising 
costs and ends never seeming to meet. 


As she entered the house, Ina sensed that something drastic 
had happened. Her mother’s welcome left everything to be 
desired. 


"If you cause any trouble, l'Il call the cops," the drab woman 
said immediately. "They'll fix you, miss!" 


"Thanks a million," Ina replied, wondering why all the dishes 
were stacked in the sink. Her mother had been a tidy type if 
nothing else. And another thing - from the amount of dirty 
dishes it certainly appeared that more than one person had 
been eating here. She was about to question this when the 


sounds of heavy feet echoed down the stairs and a man’s 
coughing could be heard. 


"I’ve a lodger now," Susan said. 


"A what?" Ina could hardly believe her ears. 


"Social Security said | should have somebody to help with 
the rent!” 


"Bloody hell ..." 


"Watch your tongue!" 


Ina marched from the kitchen and went upstairs. No lodger 
was going to have her room, and that was bloody final. She 
got to the bathroom on the landing when its door opened 
and a thick-set, dark-haired man in vest and jockey shorts 
came out. He stared at Ina, winked and growled, "I’m Mike. 
You must be the kid, Ina.” 


"Yeah!" Ina’s avowed intention of starting something 
vanished in a twinkling. This bloke was not the type to stand 
any nonsense. The hairs on his muscular forearms and down 
his thick legs indicated strength. His rugged he-man face 
wrinkled in sincere greeting. His brown eyes alive, full of 
fun. 


"| guess it’s a shock to know your mum’s having it off with 
another guy ..." 


That did it for Ina. Any possible chance of her ever coming 
to terms with society rushed out the window of a bedroom 
permeated with lust’s sweat. She could not accept her 
mother’s role in this sordid affair. For years there had been 
battles royal over her father’s drinking urges. In all that time 
her mother had been frigid, an unwilling partner. 


"We hit it off the first night,” Mike said. 


Doesn't this stupid bastard know my age, Ina thought. Or is 
he so bloody cocky he doesn’t care! 


"I’m not going to act like a father, but behave yourself Ina. | 
won’t have your mum disturbed by any capers! If we’re 
agreeable ...” 


"No way, man!" Ina heard her voice and cursed inwardly. 


Mike’s face hardened and his eyes lost their glitter. He bent 
forward and pierced her with a steady glare. "I'll knock the 
hell out of you - and that’s a threat." 


Ina swung to race downstairs. She felt brutal fingers dig into 
her arm and she was whirled around. 


"You're asking for a thump!" 


“Lemme go!" 


Mike slowly released the girl. "This once only," he said 
firmly. 


In the kitchen, Susan waited for her daughter’s 
reappearance. How did the mother explain this seemingly 
unsavoury silence? Not a woman with a great command of 
the language, she could never adequately say what was in 
her heart. Ina was too young to understand the sufferings of 
a woman whose husband had been a beast to her. When 
Mike came in response to her ad, she had stressed that 
there would be no run of the house for her lodger. Her terms 
included breakfast and the use of the bathroom. That was 
all. She still found it difficult to believe that she had shared 
Mike’s bed the very first night. And thoroughly enjoyed his 
love-making. His gentleness had won her over. That and the 
superb meal he had treated her to before producing a bottle 
of brandy, another of gin and a Scotch for himself. Her 
aversion to drink soon disappeared when she found he could 
handle the intoxicating liquor. 


"| could inform the Social," Ina said when she entered the 
kitchen. "They wouldn’t want me to stay here." 


Susan wrung her hands. She had been afraid that Ina would 
prove difficult. 


"| Suppose you think he’s going to have a say over 
everything | do?" 


Susan fought the weariness creeping over her. What with 
Frank’s death, Ina’s escapades and now this relationship 
from which she was deriving some late compensation for 
life’s former horrors, she felt completely drained and unable 
to cope with the much stronger Ina. "Can’t you begin to see 


"No | bloody can’t!” Ina retorted. "Anyway what’s he got 
between his legs ..." 


Mike entered the kitchen in time to hear Ina’s crudity. Rage 
consumed him and without hesitation he grabbed the girl, 
flung her across his knees and pounded her bottom with a 
heavy, savage hand. Her futile screams did nothing except 
to frighten Susan. The woman moaned, groaned, swayed 
and shut her eyes as if this would alleviate the burden. Only 
when Ina’s body collapsed across his lap did Mike cease his 
beating. Flinging the girl aside he snarled, "And that’s a 
sample. Pull another stunt or let me hear you suggest 
there’s something dirty in what your mother and | do, and 
l'Il hurt you so much you won’t get out of bed for a month!" 


Ina whimpered. The shame of having been beaten in front of 
her mother by a stranger got to her more than the actual 
physical pain. She could take that. She had lots of 
experience. Her father had not been gentle when he lashed 
out. And, there was that strange pleasure flooding her. The 


adrenalin surged ... kept surging as she ran from the kitchen 
and went to her bedroom. 


For six weeks Ina Murray suffered at the hands of Mike 
Dwyer. No matter what she did he found fault and chastised 
her. After the tenth beating, Ina started to think about the 
man’s motives. She could not honestly believe he was 
beating her as a punishment for wrong-doing. At no time did 
he take a swipe or boot her bottom. Oh, no - it was the old 
routine each offence. A spanking! 


Once her mind got going, Ina paid particular attention to 
what Mike did when he had finished with her. She was 
becoming a spanking devotee and sensed that the man, 
too, got his kicks from the act. Deliberately antagonising 
Mike, making sure that her mother was somewhere near, 
Ina discovered that her suspicions were correct in every 
detail. Mike’s reactions were the same after every beating. 
He became amorous and vanished into the main bedroom 
with Susan where he stayed for at least an hour. 


The dirty bastard, Ina thought. And he’s getting me all hot 
and bothered too! 


Her sojourn in the approved school had certainly increased 
her sexual knowledge. The stories of girls who had first- 
hand experiences of men were so different from those 


behind-the-bike-shed yarns giggled over by ordinary, virgin 
schoolgirls. The fumblings, the imaginary happenings when 
a boy got all worked up, were so much trash dreamed by 
romantics. The down to earth facts of life were anything but 
romantic. Ina felt the moment had come when she, like 
many of those at the approved school, joined the club. 
Mike’s attentions had her trembling and if she wasn’t careful 
the cat would be out of the bag ... or something would be 
out! 


Going back to her Acton school provided both opportunity 
and reason for losing her virginity. The boys looked upon her 
with new respect, the girls with terror. A reputation for 
violence once gained is not easily lost. And Ina had changed 
for the worst! 


Any sport that enjoyed an element of physical contact was a 
sport Terry Weaver liked. He had played football for the 
school’s junior team and gave boxing a whirl, but turned 
against the pugilistic art when he realised his defences were 
always down. Terry’s need to express himself in physical 
terms soon gave him leadership of a school gang and, 
eventually, the neighbourhood toughs. 


He was tall for fourteen, solidly packed and handsome. All 
the girls went after him but he played the field, treating his 
gang to vivid descriptions of his many conquests. It was said 


that the girls Terry sampled soon became sex maniacs. 
Naturally enough, those boys who did not belong to Terry’s 
gang claimed that this was propaganda put out by Terry 
personally. 


Ina and Terry met by accident. The still undernourished 
looking Ina Murray was not Terry’s idea of a bird who would 
ooze sex. He glanced at her, sniffed in disdain and went 
directly to a redhead with big knockers. It was one of those 
days when hormones were leaping joyously. 


Ina watched Terry chat up the redhead and glowered. Mike 
had taken her across his knees that morning and her body 
yearned for something more exciting than the vicarious 
kicks she got from a spanking. Something burst inside her 
and Ina went across to the pair. 


"You're Terry Weaver, aren’t you?" she interrupted. 


"Yeah, so what?" 


The redhead shuffled nervously. She didn’t relish a 
confrontation with Ina. She did not like fighting and went out 


of her way to avoid aggro of any sort. 


“| want to join your lot," Ina said. 


Terry studied her and sneered, "You wouldn’t last a day with 
us." 


"| bloody would!" 


The redhead sidled away, leaving the pair alone in the 
playground. 


"There are rules," Terry said, annoyed by the redhead’s 
quick exit. 


"You’ve got to let me screw you ..." 


"That’s saying it plainly," Ina encouraged. 


"Are you in the club?" 


"Not yet!" Ina laughed. 


Terry was confounded by her directness. He had hoped to 
scare her off by proposing a sex scene. 


"Look, say when and where and l'Il be there!" 


"You're going to let me?" 


"If that’s the rule," Ina replied. 


"We could skip classes and go to the park now!" 


"I’m free!" Ina took his arm, loving the muscles rippling 
beneath his skin. He towered over her, his thick soles 
contributing to the height difference. Ina didn’t worry. She 
had accepted her short stature years ago. Something about 
good things coming in small parcels and the bigger they are 


the harder they fall let her enjoy being below average 
height. 


They strolled down the High Street and went through the 
park looking for the right place. Too many people cut down 
the odds and it wasn’t until they’d covered the whole area 
for the third time that Terry grunted in disgust and said, "We 
ain’t going to make it, Ina." 


The thought that she was to miss out on sex drove Ina to 
desperation. She said, "I’ve got an idea. Let’s go to my 
house." 


Terry’s eyes widened in amazement. "What about your 
mother?" 


"To hell with her - she’s got a bloke for giving her what’s 
good." Ina tugged at the boy’s arm. "Don’t be a bloody 
tease. It’ll be okay - you'll see!" 


They went into the Murray house via the back door. Susan 
Murray sat in the kitchen reading the Daily Mirror. She 


glanced up, saw Terry and frowned. "What’s this?" she asked 
suspiciously. 


Ina turned on the sweetness. "He’s going to help me with a 
lesson. " 


"You're not..." 


"If | don’t pass my exams they could send me back to you- 
know-where.” The implication hit Susan like a hammer blow. 
Ina continued, "Terry’s the best in our class. He promised to 
show me." She wanted to snicker. Oh, Terry would show her 
all right, but not anything they let you learn in the 
classroom. 


"| don’t know," Susan Murray said, worriedly. 


"It won't take long," Ina swore, eyes pleading. "I’ve got to sit 
this exam this afternoon. ” 


"If you're sure ..." Doubts tormented Susan. 


"I’m certain ..Ina jerked her head. "Come on, Terry - we’ve 
got to get back to school soon." 


The boy smirked behind Susan’s ample back. He had seen 
some liars in action but none to compare to Ina. The way 
she had handled the old lady! 


Alone, Susan Murray drummed nervous fingers on the table 
top. She really hadn’t a prayer with Ina. The girl did what 
she wanted except when Mike was there. What if... ? She 
sobbed. She didn’t dare contemplate that. Not at Ina’s age! 
No - they wouldn’t dare! Would they? 


They would, and did! 


Immediately the door was closed behind her, Ina started to 
Strip. Terry watched with bated breath as her gear went 
flying to the floor. Down to knickers and bra, Ina stopped. 
She motioned to the boy and said, "It isn’t a one-way show, 
big boy!" and laughed, recalling a story told in the dormitory 
about sizes. 


Terry unzipped his flies and dropped his trousers. Taking off 
his thick-soled shoes, he saw Ina’s contemptuous glance at 
these and slid them beneath her bed. When he was naked, 
Ina removed her final garments and jumped into bed. It 
creaked alarmingly. 


"Christ, she’ll hear," Terry mentioned. 


“Forget her - touch me!" 


They kissed, Terry’s hands going to her small stiff nipples. 
Ina did everything according to the instructions given to her 
by Agnes. There was a naturalness about the way she 
caressed the aroused youth, and in the manner of her 
surrender when he pantingly mounted her and penetrated. 


The battered flesh of her buttocks hurt as Terry’s weight 
pressed down on her, but the pain only served to increase 
her stupendous pleasure. She writhed greedily under him, 
demanding further thrills as her body vibrated to the 
ultimate climax. Four letter words urgently hissed into her 
ear brought fresh efforts, the ebb-flow sensations 
Sshatteringly mind-blowing. Then, Terry cried out and thrust 
eagerly at her... 


Susan Murray cried softly. The creaking springs came like 
waves of demented sound through Ina’s bedroom door. 
There was but one conclusion and Susan prayed that her 
daughter had had the good sense to insist on precautions. 
She turned away from the door. This was the bitter end of 
motherhood. She could not look Ina in the face again after 
this. She recognised that part of the blame lay in her own 
inability to communicate. In her reliance on a man - first 
Frank, now Mike. Why couldn’t Ina have understood why she 
was unable to stand alone? Why? Why? 


Ina sighed, fondling Terry. "Well?" she asked. 


"Man, great!" 


"Yeah, for me, too." 


"You can ask me any time ..." 


"You ask me,” Ina stated firmly. 


"Okay - tonight!" 


"Not here ..." 


“Naw not here ever again. It’s spooky with her downstairs." 


"It helped make it better for me," Ina confessed. 


"You're weird." 


"You're a big boy." 


"Yeah?" He sounded proud. 


"Let’s get dressed ... Hey, wait. I’ve got to wash, eh?" 


Terry blanched. "Don’t you take the bleedin’ pill?" 


"No!" 


"Jeeze - hurry and wash!" 


Terry dressed while Ina scampered along to the bathroom. 
He didn’t want to be a father - not this early in life. If the 
bloody bitch got one in the oven ... He shuddered. He 
wanted to vomit. He took off, the beautiful noise of water 
sluicing down a drain his swan song. 


The empty room did not surprise Ina. She had figured Terry’s 
fright. She was pretty scared herself. Could a girl not yet 
thirteen get pregnant? Agnes had told her about some of 
the silly birds up North who had to leave school and go "visit 
an aunt" when, in reality, they were in clinics having kids. 
The whore had not said what age these birds were, although 
Ina had assumed, somehow, that they were the fifteens and 
sixteens. Maybe not, though. She was naive in sexual 
matters. She would have to study the whole experience. Not 
only to safeguard herself but to realise the fullest 
gratification from the very act. If it could be so damned 
terrific the first inexpert time then, surely, once she grasped 
the essentials, the pleasure could multiply ten-fold. 


Dressed, Ina brazenly went to the kitchen. Her mother kept 
her eyes averted. Ina grinned sadistically. So she had heard 
them at it. Well, she’d been giving the same creaking song 
for years. In fact, when she thought about how her mother 
used to scream, yell and tell her father off, the session she 
and Terry had shared had been relatively quiet. 


“I’m going to school," Ina said. 


"All right!" The shamed eyes stayed averted. 


"You bloody hypocrite," Ina yelled. "You brought that bastard 
Mike into the house. If it’s okay for you for Crissakes let it be 
okay for me." 


The eyes stared at the floor. "You're only ..." 


"I’m big enough so I’m old enough," Ina said viciously. "Ah 
hell - just don’t tell Mike! He’d be inside my knickers like a 
bloody rabbit if he knew ..." And on that sour, sword-edged 
note Ina departed. 


Mike Dwyer noticed Susan’s reluctance to let him undress 
her that same night. She did not come right out and deny 
him his special privileges. She insisted, however, that the 
bedside light should not be switched off - a most unusual 
request considering how she enjoyed Mike’s ritualistic 
Worship of her flesh. In bed, Mike gathered the woman in his 
arms and began to chat her up. 


"No - don’t say those things," Susan wailed. 


“There’s been a happening, "Mike growled, pushing her from 
him. "It’s that Ina bitch!" 


"Susan shivered. "No I’m not feeling in the pink." 


"Shit! Come on - what’s she done?" 


Susan squirmed across the bed, bit his shoulder and 
compelled herself to beg him to make love to her. She used 
the words he liked to hear. Arousal words, as he called them. 


"Say that again," he whispered, temporarily side-tracked. 


Susan repeated the obscenity and got on her knees to prove 
she was willing. 


Mike smiled in the darkness. This wasn’t the moment to 
conduct an enquiry. Once he’d had his share, and a bit 
more, he would insist she tell him, the truth. Until then ... He 
fondled her, his normal gentleness giving way to more 
bestial feelings. He spoke from the depths of a lecherous 
sewer, the slime dripping from his tongue exciting him as he 
had never been excited with Susan. Maybe he wouldn’t take 
her to task, after all. If he got this kind of sensation and she 
let him go the whole hog ... Well, a bloke had to protect a 
good thing, hadn’t he? 


Susan wept dry tears. The fear of having Mike molest Ina 
was not as strong as the fear of losing his affection. She 
needed him, and if it took acceptance of him as a pervert 
who got pleasure in performing highly irregular acts then 
she had to acquiesce to his demands. She could not 
condone this surrender. She had always been a decent 
woman. Frank’s lusts had been straightforward even when 
compared to Mike’s original urgings. But condone or not she 
would suffer bravely. One more disaster in her life and she 
knew it would crumble. 


Chapter Eight 
INA’S REVENGE 


ASKED by a mate why he had changed his tune and let Ina 
Murray dominate his love life, Terry Weaver had to admit it 
was one of those things over which he had no control. The 
torrid affair gave Ina new status. Few of the schoolgirls who 
brazenly offered themselves and were refused could 
understand Terry’s disinterest. What had started as an 
available bird and a now-and-then screw had developed into 
a genuine relationship. 


Terry’s fears had, to a degree, been allayed. Ina, going 
straight to the source, had been examined at a clinic 
catering for under-age girls, and been found wanting in the 
pregnancy stakes. She had also been issued with a supply of 
pills without her mother being consulted. And there was the 
book ... 


"Christ, they’ve got to be rubber-jointed doing that," Terry 
said when Ina showed him the latest innovation to catch her 
fancy. 


"It says the results can often be spectacular." 


"They'd have to be," the youth agreed. 


"Shall we?" Ina’s enthusiasm got to him. 


"Yeah - the boys have found out how to break into the 
cricket pavilion." He chuckled. "Randy Mandy will be 
pleased!" 


Ina glared. Mandy had everything necessary to excite a 
regiment and she loved to parade the wares. At the moment 
she was putting it out for Terry’s best friend, Bob Lloyd. Like 
most of the gang, however, Bob wasn’t above sharing 
Mandy’s delights with some of the others. None of them 
went for permanent relations. None except Terry since Ina 
got her hook into him. 


"PII warn the guys," Terry mentioned as he went home for 
tea. 


Regardless of what the others said about group sex, Ina had 
still to indulge in that kick. She joined in every other 


activity, but strongly rejected Terry’s urging to be a sport 
and gang bang. She knew why this one enjoyment was not 
for her. Looking in her wardrobe told its story. She appealed 
to Terry but what if the blokes found her too skinny, too 
lacking in the knockers department. No, she could not afford 
to be ridiculed in front of Terry. And would not! 


Mike glowered at her when she came in. "You’re bloody 
late," he said. 


Ina’s plans for the evening did not include a spanking. She 
was fast getting to loathe the man and his now frequent 
exhortations to let him take her upstairs where he could 
spank her in the nude. 


"I’m fed up having my meal delayed,” Mike said. 


“There’s no reason why you can’t eat without me," Ina said, 
voice held level. 


"There bloody is - this family eats together!" 


Susan Murray brought the food to the table, and rubbed her 
thigh against Mike’s shoulder. Somehow she had to prevent 
him from touching Ina. She was aware of his heightened 
interest in the girl and worried about her position in his 
estimation. 


"Watch out," Mike yelped. "You’re a clumsy clot!" 


Ina took advantage of this situation to gulp her food and get 
the hell out of Mike’s sight. The argument still raged as she 
Slammed the front door behind her. She idly wondered if her 
mother had provoked Mike to save her. It seemed a silly 
notion and she dismissed it instantly. 


Terry waited at the fish shop. He waved a pair of tickets 
when she came into sight. "We're going to a match," he 
called, eyes glowing. 


“Bugger the match," Ina snapped. "We're going to screw." 


"We can do both." Terry grinned and slipped his hand inside 
her Wranglers’ pocket. His fingers dug into the fleshy upper 
thigh, and across to poke the sponge of her pubic mount. 


Ina yanked his hand from her pocket. "Bastard! You’re 
football crazy." 


, 


"It’ll be okay to sneak into the pavilion after the game.’ 


"What game?? 


"QPR and Arsenal." 


"Hey," Ina said, displaying interest, "there’ll be aggro." 


Terry nodded happily. "Yeah, you bet." 


Ina’s face underwent the gamut of emotions. She expressed 
glee, puzzlement, worry, back to joyous contemplation and, 
finally, disappointment. "Hell, | haven’t got my tools." 


"| have," Terry whispered. 


"You'd better mean the ones I’m talking about." 


"None other ..." 


Every corner of the stadium filled with sound. On the pitch, 
players cavorted - leaping, hugging, one enormous 
embrace. Enthusiasm bubbled over into the terraces. The 
fans were loving it all. They swayed to the rhythm of 
"RANGERS ... RANGERS ... RANGERS", and waved their 
favours. 


"What a bloody goal!" Terry shouted, embracing Ina. 


The girl soaked in the atmosphere. There was nowhere 
better for getting the adrenalin flowing. For getting the hate 
juices working. She watched a man on the terrace below 
where they stood. She’d spotted the bastard right from the 
kick-off and not once had he shown enthusiasm for her side. 


"Easy ... easy ... easy," Terry started to chant. 


Ina’s hand went into his jacket pocket and closed around a 
Scout’s knife there. 


"Hey, not now!" Terry tried to unfasten her grip, making sure 
the knife stayed where he wanted it - out of sight. 


"There’s one of their bastards in front, " Ina hissed. 


"Cool it! There’s no glory in taking just one!" 


The play got going again, Rangers intercepting an Arsenal 
pass. A long, sweeping cross from left to right and the 
Gunners’ defence was split. A three against two situation. 


"Into the fuckin’ goal mouth!" Terry roared. 


Ina took a quick look. Terry was carried away on the wings of 
a perfectly flighted cross. She felt her throat squeezing shut, 
her mouth as dry as sawdust. Her fingers nipped into Terry’s 
pocket, whipped out the knife, and held it against her thigh. 


The ball bounced awkwardly and the Arsenal keeper booted 
it clear. 


"Christ - did you see that!" Terry’s face had fallen apart. 


Ina nodded, and waited until his attention was fixed on the 
midfield where a real battle for control was being ruthlessly 
waged. She shifted the knife so that she was holding it with 
index finger along the blade. Little insidious crawling fingers 
brushed her flesh all over. Her heart beat louder ... louder ... 
seeming to boom-boom-boom-boom above the crowd’s 
mighty sound wall. She was certain the man was not alone. 
That if he went down there’d be one helluva fight. 


She sensed Terry’s agitation as the Rangers back-passed to 
their keeper. His back was partially towards her. She lunged 
forward, separating the pair of kids immediately in front. 
Noise rose into her parched mouth and she screamed: 
"Rangers forever - up the champions!" 


God, it was wonderful! 


The man didn’t move for all of one minute. He stood there, 
the Scout knife three inches into his back. 


Ina’s nerves jangled. She withdrew the bloody blade, feet 
dancing at the sight of his twitching. It wasn’t enough. The 
deep-rooted hate, the desperate need to inflict pain washed 
over her. She sank her knee into the man’s spine and 
brought her elbow across in a vicious chopping at his neck. 


Knuckle! 


The word burned in her mind. All about her the noise grew. 
She was unaware of Terry’s hand gripping her forearm. Pain, 
pleasure - inseparable now as always. 


Then the terraces erupted, and all around Terry and Ina, 
fights broke out ... 


"Bloody stupid bitch!" Terry snarled as they caught a bus. 
"You could have killed him!" 


Ina bounded upstairs and sat right at the front. She had the 
itch and it was difficult to speak. Every fibre of her vibrated 


so pleasurably. 


Terry suddenly grinned and rested his palm on her thigh. 
"Christ, did you see those yobs go in! They were waiting!" 


Ina nodded, eyes bright and shimmering. She’d seen them 
okay. Knuckle rules - okay! Like that gig in Hammersmith. 
The one the newspapers had nicknamed, "Disco Carve Up". 


"| wonder if..." 


Ina placed a hand over Terry’s lips. "Shit on him! I’m 
wondering how long it’ll take this bleedin’ bus to get us 
back." 


Terry trembled in anticipation. It would be fabulous tonight. 
Even the normal way would be terrific in her mood. But - 
and he thought about the graphic description she’d shown 
him - like that it would be incredible. He started imagining 
how he’d get his joints to co-operate. The picture was a little 
vague; if he remembered right ... 


How about those apples, Ina thought. How about that, Mike! 
Christ, | wish it had been you! 


She gazed from the bus window. Revenge was so bloody 
sweet, like somebody had once said! 


Chapter Nine 
OUSTED 


GLADYS Gardiner had two days remaining in which to 
complete her case history. Wearing a new pair of jeans, a 
Jubilee shirt, a long Afghan coat trimmed with fur, and 
buckled shoes, she was Suitably attired for a visit to Ina 
Murray. She knew now there was an association in her mind 
between the girl and evil. 


Convinced that Ina had concocted much of her background 
material from books, Gladys had undertaken a private 
investigation. Aided by the police, the juvenile authorities, 
and supplied with data from Ray, she had been astonished 
to discover that the girl had not only been telling the truth, 
but that some of the deeds mentioned were, actually, white- 
washed accounts of violence unsurpassed. 


Dear Ray - how she loved him, and appreciated his help. He 
had been a darling, really. Going to newspapers, searching 
through back copies, double-checking times, dates and 
places. 


The incident recalled during the Arsenal-QPR match had 
resulted in a middle-aged man being hospitalised. Ina’s 


account had mentioned one wound. The police file - 
corroborated by a 

newspaper "exclusive" - showed the man to have four 
separate wounds, each some five inches deep. 


A doctor had expressed the medical opinion that Ina Murray 
was Sane, in the legal sense, but suffering from brain 
flooding - a name he coined to account for the adrenalin rise 
which occurred when pain and pleasure were inseparably 
linked in the subject’s mind. 


Seated inside the remand centre, Gladys asked herself a 
question. Could Ina Murray ever take her place in society 
and still behave like a savage? The answer had to be a 
negative. If only the girl would admit responsibility for the 
events happening about her. She seemed committed to the 
belief that her actions were somehow dictated by outsiders. 
The reverse was more true. 


The door opened and Ina came in. 


One glance and Gladys found herself tensing. It was 
impossible to connect this pathetic creature with the string 
of crimes she had pleasurably plotted and executed. 


“Thanks for the cigarettes," Ina said, sitting down. 


Gladys saw the centre's escort smirk. So, the thanks had 
been put into Ina’s mouth. 


"I’ve been told not to talk too much." 


"By whom?" Gladys asked. 


"We've got a jailhouse lawyer ..." 


Gladys had not come across the reference before but 
concluded it was a term for a prisoner with more than a 
fleeting knowledge of the law. An old pro, no doubt. 


"Are you wired?" Ina asked. 


"Wired? Oh, you mean am I using a tape recorder - no!" 


"Shorthand?" 


"Is this necessary?" 


"Yes - you're not allowed to take statements without my 
legal eagle being present." Ina sat back, eyes flat. 


"I am doing my best to present you in a kindly light ..." 


"Lead, kindly light," Ina quoted fast. 


Gladys closed her notebook with an angry gesture. "Right," 
she said. "I’ve had you. It’s finished. Kaput. Finis." 


"Whatever happened to the crusader?" Ina asked 
sarcastically. "Like, you said you were one of us..." 


"Us?" Gladys repeated, temper fraying. "You’ve got me 
wrong, Ina. | was never one of your kind. Oh, maybe | did 
act like a spoiled kid and got off the tracks. Maybe our early 
lives ran parallel courses. But like you - never!" 


Ina sneered. "Typical, Miss Gardiner. Bloody typical! All you 
social workers cut loose the moment the going gets sticky." 


"The going, Ina, is sticky. But not for me." 


"You haven’t heard the best bits yet.” 


"And I’m sure you’ve got some rather startling confessions 
saved for the last interview ..." 


"This could be the last, eh?" 


Gladys considered the offer. It tempted her. If she insisted 
that the ordinary details were missed out and only the 
highlights included then it could well be a final session. 


"Yes?" Ina asked, too ready now to cooperate. 


"No!" Gladys got to her feet with some finality. 


"Bitch! Cow!" 


"Have you covered everything?" Gladys was standing near 
the door. She saw the girl’s eyes undergo drastic change. 
The flatness vanished, replaced by a strange glitter. The 
Slight body tensed, hands forming into fists. 


"You ... YOU ... 


Gladys sighed. "Relax, Ina - l'Il listen." 


It took a full three minutes before the girl shook off her 
sickness. Gladys waited patiently, aware that the trigger 
mechanism was so finely balanced that one more jolt could 
cause a violent eruption. She was sorry for Ina. But her 
sorrow did not permit her to become the girl’s foil. Nor a 
target for abuse. 


Ina took a deep breath. She knew it had been a close call. To 
add an assault on a social worker to her list of crimes would 
have meant the maximum sentence. 


"Let’s be rational,” Gladys said, motioning for Ina to sit 
down. "Let’s make my position absolutely clear. | can have 
nothing but contempt for what you’ve done. | would like to 
see you and your rotten ilk taken off the streets and placed 
behind bars. Unfortunately, the prisons are crammed to 
overflowing and we have to search the minds and souls of 
everyone brought in to face his or her peers in an effort to 
ease the situation. I’m saying, Ina, that wherever possible a 
suspended sentence is a top priority. That is why reports are 
prepared and why magistrates and judges depend on our 
estimation of the character. Whatever my personal 
inclinations are, | shall not allow them to influence this 
report. | shall present it as objectively as humanly possible." 


Ina splayed her hands in a gesture of hopelessness. "That’s 
speaking plain enough, Miss Gardiner." 


"You're a complex person, Ina." 


"No I’m not." 


"Explain, please. Why aren’t you complex?" 


"Things are straightforward with me. | hate everybody, you 
included. | can't accept what you said about almost getting 
jugged and that makes me suspicious of your bloody 
motives." 


Removing her Afghan coat and lighting a cigarette, Gladys 
idly studied the girl. She pushed a dark curl back into place, 
eyes locked with Ina’s green-grey orbs. The elfish features 
still had a certain prettiness, the face always in need of 
filling out. 


"Satisfied?" Ina asked, leering. 


"You hate everybody, eh? Does that include the blokes you 
Shacked up with or are men not included?" 


“"Everybody’s counted in!" 


"Your world must be a very lonely place, Ina. No one to call a 
friend. No lover to respect. Just enemies no matter where 
you look. Is that it?" 


"I’ve got genuine mates," Ina boasted. 


"Name one, as the old saying goes!" 


Ina did not attempt to name names. She glared ahead, 
watching the cigarette smoke coil into fantastic shapes. 


Gladys got to her feet, went to the door and opened it. "May 
we have a couple of teas," she asked the new officer. 


"With sugar and milk?" 


"Bring both," Gladys smiled, and shut the door. 


"| was speaking to someone. She said you'd bawled the hell 
out of the boss about your first day here." Ina’s gaze went 
close to expressing admiration. 


"| stated a case. Nothing more." Gladys pushed her lighter 
across the table. "I wish there was some solution to your 
problem, Ina." Her voice sounded so sincere it took the girl 
by surprise. "The doctors think you can be cured, but you’ve 
got to make all the right gestures, take the right steps. 
Rehabilitation always takes time but if is well worth the 
effort." 


“Three cheers for the doctors. I’m healthy!" 


"| give up. | bloody give up!" Gladys yelled. 


"Let me tell you a story," Ina said, mimicking Max Bygrave. 


“Everybody’s favourite," Gladys said, forced to regain her 
cool by the impish display of quick humour. 


"Shall | start?" 


"Why not!” Gladys opened her notebook resignedly ... 


"| told you about Randy Mandy, "Ina began, smoking 
furiously. "I detested that bitch. I’ve always hated girls with 
big boobs and rounded arses. When you haven’t got much 
of either the competition is awfully hot. As long as Terry 
didn’t double-cross me with Mandy | tolerated her. The other 
kids in the gang liked having her available. And Mandy was 
the most available bird ever. She’d drop her knickers for the 
whiff of stale sex sweat. 


"Right after me and Terry mastered that unique position, | 
figured we were really into the scene. He didn’t stop me 
from having a go. He liked aggro and our gang got it’s 
Share, | tell you. 


"Anyway, it was about ten days afterwards and | was sizing 
up a shop for the blokes when along came a tart who sat 
beside Mandy at school. She comes right up to me and says, 
‘Hey, what’s with Terry and Mandy - | saw them out together 
last night. And guess where they were - near the bleedin’ 
pavilion!’ 


"If I'd been kicked between the legs it couldn’t have hurt 
more. I’d been ousted as Terry’s only bird! 


"| forgot about the shop. Let the guys get caught nickin’ 
stuff. | didn’t care a damn. | chased around to the fisher 
where Terry spent most of his free time. He wasn’t there. | 
got the feeling he was with Mandy again. And knocking her 
off in the pavilion. We all knew the cricket club didn’t 
operate during the football season and even if somebody 
came they'd have to unlock the chains which were 
Supposed to prevent us breaking in. Nuts - we had this 
whole section of wall and could nip in or out in a bleedin’ 
second. 


"| tell you, that Mandy did have enormous boobs. When | 
crept into the pavilion there she was with her legs up and 
over, grunting like a sow and her boobs on either side of 
Terry’s chest. Flattened and yet poking out. 


"| grabbed a stump and charged at them. Terry heard me 
and got off the bitch. He’d not moved that fast ever. | guess 
it was the sight of him rearing up with a rear-up that threw 
me off balance. He grabbed the stump as | swung to smash 
his bleedin’ head. He twisted and | went ass over kettle. 


"I'd been spanked by Mike until my arse was glowing. I’d 
been knocked out and booted by my father. But I’d never 
been beaten up outside the house and didn’t see Terry 
joining them. | screamed insults at him and came up ready 
to claw his eyes out. He took one look and belted me. 
Smack on the jaw. | saw stars. | flopped across naked Mandy. 
It hurt her, too, | remember hearing her squeal. But that’s all 
| recall. Except for Terry bending over me and backhanding 
my face a few times. Then | passed out. 


"| was a real sight when I recovered consciousness. Mandy’s 
knickers were under me. And that got me going. My lip was 
cut, my eyes swelling, my jaw aching something awful. | 
vowed to make that bastard Terry pay in spades. | must 
have been out cold for hours. It was getting dark when | 
crawled through the pavilion wall. People were out walking 
their dogs and a couple of queers were doing their best to 
pretend they were just good mates having a wrestling 
match. 


"A cop came from behind a tree and shouted for me to stop, 
but he was still zipping his fly and ..." 


Gladys stubbed her cigarette in the ashtray the centre had 
finally provided. "Bullshit, Ina,” she said dejectedly. "| 
thought we were getting to the meat." 


Ina wrinkled her forehead. "It’s bloody hard work going back 
over things you'd forgotten." 


"Yes, | suppose it is," Gladys admitted. "But surely you 
haven’t forgotten the reason for being sent to an approved 
school a second time?" 


"I was coming to that," Ina sulked. 


"Go ahead," Gladys sighed, pen poised ... 


"Terry had gone to a football match. He didn’t think straight 
because he was so incensed about me busting up his Mandy 
screw. Some of the gang went along for kicks. They knew 
that any game Chelsea played brought out the Shed and if 
you’re one of those who pay heed to the newspapers you'll 
believe that Manchester United’s fans are the toughest. 
You'd be wrong. Chelsea are the hardest. 


"It didn’t take much encouragement to get a fight going. 
The Chelsea yobbos came for knuckle and in Terry’s mood 


he piled right in. 


"| wish I’d been there. It was some wild scene. They used 
knives, bottles, chains, the lot. Smashing heads like blood 
was needed on the pitch, Terry’s boys held their own. Then a 
new Shed mob got over a barrier and Terry had to pig-stick 
one. That was when the fuzz moved in. They saw Terry use 
his knife and collared him. 


"| didn’t hear about the bovver until the next morning. | 
knew Terry had been nabbed because of Mandy. If she 
hadn’t wanted him he wouldn’t have been acting so stupid. 


"Mandy had to go. But from what I’d seen of her naked in 
the pavilion, | wanted her fade-out to be a last exit. | knew 
this bloke who owned a razor-knife. It took some persuading 
but he eventually let me borrow it. 


"| caught up with Mandy near the bakery. When she saw my 
face she ran - tried to hide in the bakery. One or two guys 
were in there and they thought it a big joke when | pelted in 
in pursuit. They didn’t laugh when | slashed her though. 
God, what a sight! 


"What a beautiful sight! 


"She nearly had a boob less when | finished. Her face looked 
like it had gone through a meat-grinder - you know, raw 
steak and blood. I’d have finished her for certain but the 
bakers knocked my legs from under me and got the razor- 
knife. 


"And that’s how | came to be in an approved school again!" 


Gladys felt sick. She had been visualising Mandy and even 
Ina’s abbreviated description of the slicing process was still 
vivid enough to turn her stomach. She waved the girl aside 
and called for the officer escort. She didn’t say goodbye, but 
she was determined that there was no way Ina would get 
the opportunity to gloat over her vile deeds in her ears. 


There is such a thing as too much, Gladys thought as she 
left the remand centre. And her limit had been reached! 


Chapter Ten 
REPORT IN PART 


MUSIC from the stereo softly caressed Gladys Gardiner’s 
ears. An embering fire flickered once and faded to a dull red 
glow. The report, neatly typed and stapled, lay on the desk. 


David Soul’s features on the record album stared up from a 
coffee table and reminded Gladys of her Ray. She shifted on 
the sofa and stared at David’s likeness again. No, it wasn’t 

anything like Ray from this angle. It just went to show what 
a different slant could do to a familiar object. 


She frowned. A different slant! 


Could she have viewed Ina Murray from a different angle? 
Could her report have read a little less righteous? 


She got to her feet and padded across the deep-pile rug to 
the desk. She picked up the report and stood there, 
scanning a few pages. No it read the way she had intended 
it should. She got to the last page, and the rider she had 
seen fit to attach. 


Due to circumstances outlined above, | am unable to 
complete this assignment. | suggest that an experienced 
probation officer be requested to offer his views on Miss 
Murray. 


Did that sound unbiased? 


No! 


She sat at the desk and scribbled furiously on scrap paper. 
After several attempts to find a dispassionate, objective, 
level conclusion she sat back and admitted defeat. Even 
now Ina Murray had her on the ropes. 


The telephone saved her from throwing in the towel. It was 
Ray. 


"| waited for your call," his voice said. 


"Sorry, darling. I’ve been working on the Murray thing." 


"And?" 


"Finished the report but | can’t find the excuse for not going 
back." 


"Tell "em the truth and be damned!" 


"I can’t, Ray." 


"Why not? She isn’t anything to you." 


"She’s a human being and she’s sick." 


"A few doctors | know would argue that point." 


"Ray, please!” 


"Hell, honey - this business of adrenalin rise ... we all get it 
in one way or another." 


"Yes, | agree." 


"You sound sexy." 


"Far from it, love." 


"Hey, | don’t want a wife who gets turned off by some little 
mugger." 


"She’s not a mugger!" 


"She attacks people, doesn’t she?” 


"Some people." 


"Yeah, and the next victim you here about could be me." 


Gladys lit a cigarette, and was instantly reminded of Ina and 
her heavy habit. 


"Gladys..." 


"I’m here, Ray." 


"Shall | drive over?" 


"It’s late. The fire’s nearly out." 


"I’m hotter than a fire." 


"Me, too." 


‘l’ll be there in..." 


"No - | wouldn’t be right for you, dear." 


"Right or wrong ..." 


"Stop tormenting me, you beast!" Gladys laughed down the 
phone. 


"There are torments and torments. What’s your choice?" 


“Massaging my spine." 


"That’s a torment?" 


"It is the way you deviate." 


"Cool it, I’m getting ideas." 


"I’m getting thirsty. Call me in the morning after I’ve seen 
the Super." 


"Okay, and a word of advice." 


"Shoot!" 


"Don’t see Ina Murray. Not for the Supervisor or your job. | 
can afford to keep you, honey." 


"That’s a very comforting thought. Goodnight." 


"Dream about me..." 


Gladys replaced her telephone and sat at the desk again. 
She knew exactly what to put in her rider ... 


Miss Murray’s antagonism prevents me from completing this 
assignment. | feel partly responsible for her attitude and 


request that the probation service do their best to ascertain 
her motives for the assault on Jean Turner. 


There, she thought. That'll do. 


It was entirely possible that Ina’s boastfulness and her 
descriptive vocabulary were aimed at her. The girl was 
riddled by jealousies and her attack on Mandy was evidence 
of this character defect. 


I wonder if she would have been a different person if she 
had grown into a full-bodied woman? 


Gladys looked down at her partly hidden flesh and grinned. 
Thank God she hadn’t been playing around with one of Ina’s 
boyfriends. With what she had, the girl would have had a 
field day with her razor-knife ... 


The grin faded fast. Her eyes lost their lustre. She ran to the 
stereo and turned the David Soul record. Music had a way of 
healing sick minds. 


Chapter Eleven 
MR. GIBSON 


IN his ten years as a probation officer, Ken Gibson had 
handled criminals convicted of every known felony. He 
believed in being strict, but not overbearing. He could look 
at a man’s problems with the eye of an interested party and 
his solutions were based on what he considered good for the 
individual man, not what would have satisfied him 
personally. 


When he received an invitation to interview one Ina Murray, 
currently on remand pending a report, he wanted to be 
briefed. That was when he heard about Gladys Gardiner’s 
involvement. 


He telephoned Gladys immediately. "Why didn’t you 
complete the assignment?" he asked without hesitation. 


"| gave my reasons ..." 


"Not to me. | haven’t seen your material." 


"You should have." 


"Should have?" Gibson laughed bitterly. "When you’ve been 
in the job ten years you get wise, Miss Gardiner. We are last 
in a line wrapped in red-tape. Do you know, I was given a 
client whom I'd been told had been convicted of arson. 
When his file eventually landed on my desk | discovered he 
was actually a child-molester. And I’d innocently rented a 
room for him in a house where the people had six daughters 
aged between four and thirteen." 


"| didn’t know it was so bad." 


Gibson lit his pipe. "Would you care to recapitulate for me, 
Miss Gardiner. A capsule comment ..." 


“There’s no way to capsulate Ina Murray. It’s all or nothing 
with her I’m afraid." 


"Did you make a carbon copy?” 


"Why, yes. 1 


“Could you run it over to my office this morning?" 


"I'd have to go home ..." Gladys sounded dubious. 


"It would help immensely." 


"Okay, okay - you twisted my arm." 


"PII wait for you." Gibson set his telephone down and smiled 
at the far, blank wall of his office. That was another phobia 
of his. Bare walls. He disliked his clients being able to 
concentrate on trivia when speaking to him. 


Ina Murray lay in her cell bunk and glowered at the cracked 
ceiling above her head. So, the bitch had really stayed 
away! Well, she didn’t care. There would come a day when 
they were both on the street. Then, she’d care. She’d take 
care of the bloody social worker. And that was a promise. 


Care... 


A four letter word. Not nice sounding like those other four 
letter words blokes whispered. Not like the ones she shouted 
at a football game. But still four letters. 


Care... 


Nobody cared about her! 


Nobody had ever cared about her! And that was truth. Her 
father, he certainly hadn’t. Her mother - she was too bloody 
drab and docile and stuck on bleedin’ Mick to care. 


The guys she’d let - none of them cared enough. 


To hell with caring! 


She watched an insect crawling from the ceiling crack. She 
hated insects almost as much as people. She waited until 
the creature got far from its hole and then climbed on the 
bunk, calmly crushing the thing with her bare palm. 


Hell, there was no Satisfaction doing an insect. They didn’t 
scream. Didn’t fight back. Didn’t do anything but bloody die. 


She lay down on the bunk, and closed her eyes. Something 
was wrong with her. Maybe it wasn’t a disease the doctors 
could treat. Perhaps it wasn’t even a disease, more a frame 
of mind that accepted certain emotional upheavals and 
reacted accordingly. She knew people annoyed her the 
majority of the time. She had often experienced a powerful 
urge to rush into a crowd and smash heads, break faces 
with a busted bottle, hit out in frustration. 


Gladys Gardiner entered her mind. 


She envied the social worker, and she would not have 
admitted that to anyone. Only herself in this lousy cell. On 
this stinking bunk. What firm, full, handable tits! And a pair 
of buttocks that moved, shifted, switched, kind of bounced 
like a woman’s buttocks should. A few inches taller. Bigger 
bones able to carry more flesh. A face that didn’t seem 
pinched. Yes, pinched. 


Gladys Gardiner had the figure, the looks, the natural 
sensualness a real woman needed to carve a niche. Men 
would always find her attractive. And she would always twist 
the bloody bastards around her fingers. 


Terry Weaver wouldn’t have gone for that Mandy - Randy 
Mandy - if she, Ina, had been better shaped. Bigger and 
better. 


She laughed hysterically. Mandy wasn’t so bloody randy 
since she carved her up! 


Oh, they thought they knew everything. The social worker’s 
report said it was the full story. Nothing left to the 
magistrate’s imagination. 


Everything? 


Far from it? 


She hadn’t mentioned the baker. Not the man who had 
given Wendy and those who followed in Wendy’s footsteps a 


free loaf. Another man. A married man with kids older than 
her. A man who happened to like his bit on the side to be 
Slight, with bones not far from the skin. The old saying got it 
right - the nearer the bone, the sweeter the meat. 


The baker had been a fad. A whim. A try-on. Come-on. 
Experimental stuff. Satisfying an urge, on a day in Dullsville. 


His fingers had been genuine magic. He’d known how to 
knead. And his dough bought fags like the bread they forked 
out down the Social. He hadn’t been so hot when it came to 
making her click into high gear. He’d been a rabbit. All huff, 
puff, blow nothing down. A bloody rabbit in a wolfs habit. 


That was one episode Miss Glamour Gardiner hadn’t heard 
about. 


And another... 


Her mother’s fears were well founded. When she came out 
of approved school for the second time, Mike was still ruling 
the Acton roost. He didn’t like her any more and showed this 
by pretending she didn’t exist. She sensed a fear in him, 


too. Mike was quite a boy. He fancied his chances and his 
looks. No wonder he wanted nothing to upset his apple cart 
with Susan Murray. 


She had grown wise. Twice around the approved school bit 
gave a girl wisdom far beyond her age. Those things which 
had seemed strange between stints were crystal clear now. 
Mike was clear. She could see through him as she could a 
bottle of Malvern Water. 


Mike was a bloody pervert. Not a queer. No, he only fancied 
women. Old dull women like her mother. Stupid cows who 
believed his sweet talk and enjoyed his virility. Or young 
girls who would become putty in his spanking hands. Girls 
who didn’t realise what was happening when his hand 
suddenly missed its appointed target and found a finger 
path where none should be. Girls who got a kick being 
rested across a bloke’s knees. And when the spanking got 
harder, faster, more savage, there was the comfort in 
knowing it was reacting on him in some monstrous way. 


The memories of Mike’s peculiar form of chastisement 
stayed daisy fresh. She cornered him one afternoon. He had 
the day off work, and her mother had gone to the doctor. A 
pain in her arse. Unfortunately, the pain wasn’t Mike. Any 
doctor worth his pill chart could have diagnosed Mike’s 


ailment and prescribed a cure - kill the bastard! They shoot 
horses don’t they - so why not a few Mikes? 


"I’m having a bloke over for tea, Mike." 


His face broke out in a cold sweat. 


"He’s a big bloke. | like ’em big, of course. " 


His eyes bore into her sweater. 


"PII take him up to my room. We won’t disturb you, will we? | 
mean, you and my mother won't be ... You know!" 


His hands kept rubbing down his trousers. 


"If you so much as say a word wrong l'Il ... But | won’t have 
to get nasty, will 1, Mike?" 


His face went white. 


"| could, Mike. And | will, Mike." 


His saliva trickled down his chin. 


"There’s a straight razor upstairs, Mike. It’s very sharp. | can 
show it to you, Mike. ” 


His hands opened and closed, a futile gesture. 


"And if you molest me again, Mike - l'Il cut it off! Where 
would you go then, Mike? Women wouldn’t want a man 
who'd had it cut off, would they, Mike?" 


His feet moved and he made a fast exit. 


She started to laugh. Loud guffaws echoed down the cell- 
block. A screw came and peered into her cell. She gave the 


bitch a two-fingered sign and laughed even louder as the 
woman went away scowling. 


So much for Miss Gardiner’s report. It wasn’t complete. 
Never could be. Ah, hell, there isn’t any fun lying here 
thinking about the social worker and what she didn’t know. 


Their eyes met across his desk. Pipe smoke formed a layer 
over his head. Papers and files rose like small mountain 
peaks on either side of a surprisingly clean blotter directly in 
front of him. Light from a large window off to one side of the 
desk touched his near-ginger hair and created an impression 
of a halo. 


Gladys Gardiner kept a smile from her face. It was comical 
to think of a probation officer being a saint. She set her 
report on top of miscellaneous circulars headed by various 
government 

departments. 


"| hope you find it adequately covers Miss Murray’s early 
years," she remarked, taking a seat. 


Gibson nodded thoughtfully, briefly scanning the first page. 
He had not conjured up a mental picture that did this social 
worker justice. Oh, her telephone voice had seemed young 
and sexy enough but so often, he found, a voice did not fit 
the in-flesh features or shape. Gladys Gardiner came as 
quite a shock. Not many social workers looked like her. The 
ones he'd met were either dried-up old spinsters or scruffy 
layabout candidates. 


He bent forward and caught a glimpse of her left hand. An 
engagement ring shone on the third finger. No wedding 
band yet. A little tremor raced through him. A pleased 
sensation. 


Gladys noticed a flush spread across his cheeks. Why, she 
asked herself, do some men make it so obvious that they 
are attracted to a woman! 


"I’m Ken," Gibson finally said. "Thanks for bringing this." He 
tapped her report. 


"The least | could do," Gladys smiled. 


"Is there anything you can tell me about the girl?" 


Gladys considered his request. She could so easily have told 
him it was all in the damned report - but it wasn’t. "She’s a 
character. | don’t think she'll ever change. Of all the girls 
I’ve dealt with she’s the most vicious, the least inclined to 
be sorry for what she’s done." 


"A bad egg?" 


"I'd say so." 


"And you'll testify to that in court?" 


Gladys hesitated, frowning. 


"You are going to give a testimony?" 


"| don’t want to." 


Gibson consulted his wristwatch. "Look, "he said, tapping 
tobacco from his pipe-bowl. "How about a decent cup of 
coffee?" 


"Where?" 


Gibson got to his feet. He was tall, athletically constructed 
and, Gladys estimated, in his middle thirties. He wore a 
middle-class suit, one off the peg in a medium-priced chain 
store. His shirt had little flowers worked between lines and 
matched both his suit and a floral tie. He had a rugged type 
of face which, when he smiled and relaxed, radiated a peace 
with the worldliness. His gingery hair had an uncombed, 
casual look which suited an aura of masculine compassion. 
His eyes - bright, intelligent blue - considered her study and 
laughingly asked a silent question. 


"You pass," she said teasingly. 


"I’m glad. You’re quite beautiful." He made it sound an 
official statement of fact. A personal tribute. 


"I’m also very much engaged." 


"| did see the ring." 


"This is silly. | only came to deliver a simple report." 


"For which I shall be eternally grateful." 


"Do you say this to everybody?" 


"Only the exciting females." He slipped his pipe into a 
pocket, and rounded his desk. "Shall we go?" 


Gladys followed him down the stairs, and around a corner to 
a quiet restaurant. A waiter beamed, indicated a coffee 
percolator and got a nod from Gibson. 


"It’s classy, "Gladys allowed. The decor reminded her of an 
Italian restaurant in Chelsea. A place associated with Ray 
and a time. She brushed the memory from her mind. Ken 


Gibson didn’t have a chance of replacing Ray in her life, but 
she felt quite comfortable in his company and believed he 
and she could become firm friends. 


"They serve the most delicious meals,” Ken said, tobacco tin 
out. "Fortunately, few of the department staff can afford 
even the price of their coffee and it’s my secret getaway 
from the crowd hideout." He filled his pipe. 


"You seem to have a down on your comrades," Gladys said. 


"Not a down as such," Ken replied. "When you work with 
people it does one good to cut out and enjoy the company 
of opposites. | detest talking shop outside the office." 


"But we Shall be talking shop," Gladys insisted. 


"Yes, dam it." 


"Do you ever swear?" 


Ken’s eyes narrowed. "Why?" 


"Dam it is so ... well, comic-strippish." 


He lit his pipe, smiling easily. "I’m one of yer actual old- 
fashioned types. Don’t swear in front of women, don’t be a 
bore, don’t this and that." 


"| didn’t know your kind still existed," Gladys said honestly. 


"We're a dying breed." The waiter arrived with their coffees. 
Ken waited until the man had departed. Then: "If you'll 
excuse my boldness I'd like to take you out to dinner one 
evening. Don’t say you’re engaged, again. I’m aware of that 
obstacle. But, seriously, | mean it. No strings attached. No 
attempts at seduction." 


Gladys tasted her coffee and nodded appreciation. Her eyes 
searched Ken’s face. "Would you, if you were engaged - and 
| think you’re not - go out with another woman?" 


“Platonically - yes." 


"| don’t trust platonic relationships." 


"You're missing out!" He laughed and puffed contentedly on 
his pipe. "I’m seldom addicted to impulsiveness but in your 
case I’ve made an exception to the rule." 


"And my fairy godmother says the answer has to be no." 


"A pity. She should get up-dated in her outlook." 


"Oh, she’s very mod. That’s why she’s so adamant. No!" 


Ken Gibson shrugged. The battle was never lost until the 
general died in his glory. And he was far from dead. He 
tapped on the table with agile fingers. "Now, about Miss 
Murray ..." 


Gladys told him what she knew, suspected, sensed. She 
described Ina and her many moods. She painted a word 


picture so vivid that Gibson felt he knew the girl intimately. 
When she finished, Gladys lit a cigarette and leaned back. 


"Quite fascinating," Ken said. "Of course, this adrenalin rise 
is nothing new. Most criminals - the old lag type, | mean - 
know all about the adrenalin rise. It’s what keeps them 
going. Boxers, most sportsmen are activated by the same 
surges of adrenalin. However," and he held up a hand to 
halt her intended interruption, "there is this new factor in 
the Murray case. The need for violence. The interweaving of 
pain and pleasure. The confusion which exists in her mind." 


"As an old-fashioned sort her language may shock you." 


Ken grinned. "Hardly. You haven’t had to deal with men who 
can’t speak one five word sentence without inserting two 
four-letter descriptives." 


Gladys glanced at her watch. "I must be going," she said. 


"If you decide to ignore your fairy godmother’s advice you 
have my telephone number." 


She smiled. "I shan't." 


"| tried!" Ken Gibson paid his bill, waved goodbye to the 
waiter and a cashier, and escorted Gladys to the street. 


"I wish you luck with Ina," Gladys said. 


"I think | shall need it. Thanks for the report." 


"And the coffee ..." 


Chapter Twelve 
FANATIC 


BEING a probation officer, Ken Gibson could pull strings. An 
interview, in his opinion, should be conducted, where 
possible, on official home ground. A remand centre was, 
Strictly speaking, official ground. But not his ground. Not his 
office. He watched the two females in their dismal uniforms 
firmly march the prisoner into the room and seat her at his 
desk. He waited for one to produce a paper for his signature 
and when this was completed he waved both from the 
office. Only then did he pay attention to Ina Murray. 


The girl's flat eyes struck him hard. Leaving aside her thin, 
torn t-shirt and well-worn jeans - trade marks of a 
generation stressing its independence - those eyes stamped 
her as hard as a nut. He thought she had a certain 
prettiness, her slim build probably appealing to youths her 
own age. But the eyes haunted him. 


"My name is Gibson," he said. "Mr. Gibson! I'm a probation 
officer and I've been assigned to your case. Miss Gardiner 
has supplied me with her initial report and | have read it 
carefully. There," and he grinned disarmingly, "that takes us 
up to date." 


Ina shrugged and stared unemotionally at him. 


"Now, the events leading up to the attack on Miss Turner ... 


"Self-defence," Ina said. 


"A matter of conjecture." 


"I say it was self-defence." 


"No one else does," Ken said affably. 


"Shit on what anybody else says!" 


"Do you enjoy swearing?" 


"Bleedin’ right!" 


"Now we're being childish." 


"Naw, I’m being me." 


The atmosphere in the office had grown decidedly 
antagonistic. Ken realised the need to insert a little humour 
and get talking on equal terms. He drew his pipe from his 
pocket and calmly prodded the tobacco down into the bowl. 


"Don’t you have a fag?" Ina asked. 


"Sorry, luv - I’m strictly a pipe man." 


"Shit!” Ina went into her jeans and came out with a crushed 
cigarette packet. On the way here she had made up her 
mind to battle the bloody system. No way could it be beaten 
but, by God, she’d have a fling. "Match?" she asked 
defiantly. 


Lighting the cigarette for her, Ken’s eyes laughed at hers. 
"We're on the wrong footing," he said. "The trouble with my 
job is that parole boards expect me to be firm and, at the 
same time, those on parole want me to bend in their every 
breeze. I’m caught in the middle, see?" 


"You could take a decent job." 


"Oh, this is a decent job, Miss Murray. More decent than 
nicking stockings from Marks and Sparks, or knocking off 
some old dear’s life savings. ” 


"Or putting the bleedin’ boot in?" 


"That included. You’ve put the boot in often | suppose?" 


"I’m not saying!" Ina blew smoke at his face. 


"Are we at stalemate?" 


Her gaze swept over him contemptuously. He was so 
ordinary. So establishment. A pipe-smoking twit in a pipe 
smoke-filled little room. A cog in a government machine 
with a pension at the end. Security meaning more than 
ambition. 


"lIl be frank," Gibson said, more firmly now. "I will finish 
Miss Gardiner’s report by hook or by crook. You can be silent 
or you can supply details. The choice is entirely yours. But 
I’m warning you - if | have to go elsewhere for my 
information, all Miss Gardiner's work will have been for 
nothing. | shall recommend the maximum sentence." 


Ina sensed he would do exactly that. She wasn’t sure what 
the maximum was for malicious wounding but she could do 
it standing on her head. But if there was a chance of getting 
a lighter sentence she had to go for that. 


"Now, do we talk?" 


Ina nodded, her reluctance showing. 


Opening a desk drawer, Gibson produced a tape recorder. "If 
you have any objections ... ?" 


"No tapes!" 


"Why? | won’t be allowed to use them in court!" 


"No bloody tapes!" 


The recorder went back in the drawer. "Right," Gibson said, 
"no tapes!" He coughed, and as the sound burst between 
them, his finger manipulated the recorder’s RECORD button. 
Leaning back in his chair, fingers steepled before his chin, 
he nodded to Ina.-"Right, I’ve an excellent memory. Go 
ahead ..." 


Ina’s feet shuffled on the floor. She nervously plucked 
another cigarette from her pack and helped herself to the 
matches on his desk. At the back of her mind something 
started to work. Suspicions grew. And yet, he had been open 
about the tape recorder. She had to trust him even if it went 
against her grain. 


On release from approved school, Ina Murray’s reputation 
for violence had spread throughout Acton. As far away as 
Chiswick and Ealing and down into Hammersmith. The 
gangs rarely spoke to one another, but there was 
communication about certain outsiders - and Ina was an 
outsider. Terry Weaver's little group had been broken up by 
the fuzz following the leader’s imprisonment. That left Ina 
Murray without a connection. 


Henry Bourne worked for a local garage during the day. Not 
yet twenty-one, Henry had a hobby. He liked to nick cars 
and use them for joy-riding. As the unchallenged leader of 
the Acton Swords, his talent did much to hold the gang 
together and make them a mobile power in West London. 
Pimpled, thin, tall, with enormous strength in his arms, 
Henry was not what any girl would call the he-man 
handsome type. But he had a way of attracting the opposite 
sex and had his pick of the girl gang members. Strictly anti- 
social, Henry liked nothing better than to go on the 
rampage, and sought every opportunity to create aggro. 


Ina Murray met Henry accidentally, as these things have a 
habit of happening. Life at home, for Ina, had become more 
tolerable since she firmly put Mike Dwyer in his place. The 
man’s fear of suffering severe physical damage kept him 
from taking out his frustrations on the girl. And Mike was 


frustrated. Susan Murray had reverted to frigidity, refusing 
him his devious pleasures and, indeed, suggesting that he 
find more suitable lodgings. 


Trying to find sympathy and an ally, Mike offered to take Ina 
to her favourite fisher for a meal. The girl, Knowing he could 
not say or do anything to get her support, agreed. Never let 
a sucker off the hook was a good motto. As they ate, and 
Mike talked, Henry Bourne entered the shop. Swaggering, 
he threw his weight around. It helped having ten tough eggs 
backing up one’s demands. He demanded the best cod, lots 
of chips and indicated the tables he wanted. 


Ina Murray listened to Henry’s demands, Mike’s chatter 
passing over her head. If Henry thought she was going to 
shift for him ... 


The owner of the shop came across to Ina. Excusing the 
necessity to put her at another table, his face pale and 
frightened, he started to lift her plate from the table. 


"Leave it! Ina snarled. 


Mike glanced up, and saw Henry and his gang. "Aw, what 
the hell. We can talk ..." 


"I’m not moving!" Ina glared at Henry, daring him to 
interfere. 


The shop owner's teeth chattered in fear. "Please, miss," he 
said. 


A tomato sauce bottle on the table caught Ina’s eye. 
Deliberately grabbing it, she smashed the top off against 
the table’s metal edge. Sauce splattered over Mike and 
globbed on to the floor. Glass scattered, spearing into Ina’s 
meal. She didn’t give a damn. Once she settled this 
arrogant bloke’s hash she would get a new order - free. 


Henry tensed. He sensed a withdrawing of his gang. One, a 
Skinhead sort with orange socks, yelled, "It’s bleedin’ Ina 
Murray!" and retreated faster than his mates. 


Ina laughed sarcastically. "He’s right," she told Bourne. "I’m 
Ina Murray and l'Il shove this in your face if you don’t fuck 
off!" She gestured with the jagged bottle, vicious stabs 


getting closer and closer to Henry’s face as she marched 
towards him. 


Credit to Henry! 


Ina didn’t scare the Swords’ leader. The bottle did, but not 
Ina. He looked down on her, wondering how a small slim girl 
like this had such a king-sized reputation. "Okay, "he said 
matter-of-factly. "Okay -stow it!" 


Ina pulled a face. "What happened to the 'I want that table’ 
bit?" 


"I’ve given it second thought," Henry laughed. He put his 
hand out as if to take the bottle from Ina. She twisted, 
moving like a rattlesnake striking, and came up under his 
arm with the broken sauce bottle now a mere inch from 
Henry’s nose. He went cross-eyed staring down at it. He 
could see the red-coated jagged glass shake slightly. And he 
could see, when his gaze shifted, Ina’s eyes narrowed into 
flat slits. 


"You're not laughing," Ina hissed. 


"It’s dripping," Henry said, cool sounding. "I don’t want me 
clobber mucked up." 


Ina removed the bottle from beneath his nose and backed 
away. 


Admiration shone in her eyes. "Okay, "she said the hardness 
leaving her voice. "Rule where you like, but include me out." 


The shop owner was so relieved when Henry and his boys 
took their seats, he gave Ina the largest helping of cod and 
chips (with a side order of peas for an extra thanks) he had 
ever served. For Mike he had a bill, just the normal cost for 
their original order. 


At the shop door, Ina glanced back over her shoulder. Henry 
Bourne waved, did a seated mocking bow and shouted: 
"When you get rid of the old bastard ..." 


Mike did his nut, but the idea of taking on this vicious bunch 
still did not appeal and he hurried outside, muttering on the 


pavement, "Bloody punk!" 


Ina laughed, kicked up her heel at Bourne and told Mike, 
"Watch it! l'Il shop you!" 


Ina Murray was classified as unemployed. She had passed 
the legal school-leaving age prior to obtaining her release 
from the approved school. According to the man at the 
Labour, she had little hope of getting a job. She had no 
Skills, her attitude to work was all wrong, and her record was 
dead against her. Ina didn't care. What with her dole money 
and a Social Security supplementary she could manage. 


It came as a shock, then, to have the man at the labour give 
her a card. She was to go for an interview. The job called for 
minimum qualifications - an ability to read, write and enter 
stock on a simple ledger card system. 


Looking at the outside of the place, Ina almost tore her 
introductory card in half. She didn’t want to work in a filthy 
garage. She remembered the wages - three times what she 
was getting at present - and entered a huge, arched iron 
construction. The smell of oil, grease and exhaust fumes 
assailed her nostrils. Dirty rags littered the floor between 


half-stripped cars. Old, rusting drums and engine parts were 
heaped against the walls. 


A foreman in a smeared blue coverall came up, asked her 
three questions and signed her card. "Sorry, miss - take this 
back to the Ministry. We’re really looking for an older 
person." 


Ina stuffed the card into her jeans and began to cross the 
garage. 


"Well, well - if it isn’t the bottle expert, "a voice said from 
the floor. 


Ina peered down. Henry Bourne grinned up at her, his body 
resting on a low trolley-board, most of him under a beat-up 
Humber Hawk. "Do you work here?" She hadn’t thought of 

him as a worker. 


"Yeah!" Henry slid off the board and got up, using an oil rag 
to wipe his hands. "You weren’t looking for the vacant job 
were you?” 


"The Labour sent me." 


"Christ, we need a bloke." 


Older person! That was how the foreman had explained his 
rejection of her. Bloody words to cover the non-employment 
of a woman. 


"Hey," Henry continued, "what are you doing tonight?" 


"Nothing much. Why?" She knew why. 


"You want to come to football with me?" 


"Where?" 


"Where bleedin’ else - Stamford Bridge!" 


"Chelsea." 


"Yeah - the greatest." 


"Just to football?" 


"What are you after?" His pimpled face split into a grin. 
Suggestive grin. 


"Nothing like you’re thinking. I’d want grub." 


"How about beer and a sausage?" 


"Okay - it’s a date." 


She had been to Chelsea’s ground once in her life and then 
to stand in the middle of a QPR crowd. Now, inside the 
famous Shed with its howling fans all about her, she 
suddenly realised what made this bunch the toughest, 
hardest lot of supporters in the country. They were knuckle 
crazy. 


Henry Bourne had them ringed by his boys and seemed to 
know everybody on the terraces. "I’ve been coming here 
since the skinheads ruled the roost," he boasted. "Man, 
those were good days!" 


"They were tame," Ina said. 


A one-armed man wearing a t-shirt shouted and waved to 
Henry. 


"He’s a genuine character,” Henry explained to Ina. "I’ve 
seen him take on the fuzz and a bunch of Millwall yobs 
single-handed." His pimpled face shone in admiration. "Isn’t 
his stump bloody marvellous?" 


Ina did not pass an opinion. She was caught up in the 
swelling roars, the obscene songs, the swaying as the entire 
terraces seemed to tilt, straighten and roll in the opposite 
direction. This was what football was all about, she thought. 
The hell with the game, get the mob screaming and have a 
bit of knuckle. She searched the sea of heads for a scarf 
belonging to an enemy. She didn’t know who the hell 
Chelsea were playing that night, and didn’t care either. Her 
knowledge of football was strictly limited. They kicked off, 
tried to score goals, had a rest at half-time, and did it all 
again for another forty-five minutes. If you were lucky you 
got to cheer a few goals. If you were luckier still you were in 
aggro to the boot, fist, whatever weapon you could smuggle 
past the bleedin’ fuzz. 


"We won't have a punch-up here," Ina complained. 


"Naw - but wait until we're away, "Henry chortled. "I’ve seen 
us rip a train apart, smash a dozen shop windows and had a 
rumble with the home team’s supporters and still managed 
to get back to Acton for the boozers." 


Some of the attraction went out of the night. Ina had only 
come for the beer - after satisfying her animal cravings for 
action. To actually stand there, on a cold stone terrace, and 
watch a football getting kicked around was ridiculous. One 
fight did develop. But nowhere near. She watched the 


scramble as the fuzz charged into the crowd, as some of the 
knuckle lads took off for safer sectors - and she prayed that 
the bovver would circulate to her area. 


Henry yelled himself hoarse. So did his mates. 


If this is what the infamous Acton Swords did for kicks then 
she wanted out. No amount of shouting would compensate 
for missing the aggro. No way! 


Mike Dwyer made a final attempt to stall Susan’s decision to 
oust him. He came into Ina’s room without an invitation, and 
stood with mouth hanging open and tongue flicking 
lasciviously at his dry lips. 


Ina glared, anger contorting her features. The bastard had 
no bloody right to see her nude. No right to drag her into 
her mother’s sordid affair. 


Mike moaned and started to walk towards Ina. No one could 
say she had a voluptuous figure, but neither was she so 
plain Jane to turn a man off the sexual boil. His eyes 


explored every inch of her flesh, probing parts he could but 
imagine at that delicious moment. 


Ina swore, darting across the room. 


Bare buttocks excited the man. They always had, and Ina’s 
little bottom got him sizzling. He remembered spanking 
those same curves. Through denim, of course. But he had 
touched them. Now he wanted to fondle. Caress. Massage. 
Knead. 


Ina reached into a chest of drawers, rummaging under a pile 
of carelessly stored sweaters. The second her fingers 
brushed the straight, old-fashioned stropping razor she felt 
the pleasure waves submerge her shock, her initial panic. 
She whipped the razor from the drawer, flicking it open. 


Mike saw the flashing steel and skidded to a halt. His 
outstretched arms dropped, hands forming fists by his sides. 
His eyes widened, fright leaping from them. "No!" he 
gasped. "NO!" he yelled. 


Ina came forward, her nakedness forgotten. The razor 
Slashed, missing its target by a foot. She grinned, lips 
pulling back from her nice, even teeth in a wild animal style 
grimace. 


Mike swung on his heels, driven by a desperation only those 
in fear of their lives can know. 


The razor zipped! 


Mike roared, stumbling. 


Ina crooned softly deep in her throat. Every fibre of her 
vibrated to the crazy music of a killing urge. She felt the 
blade’s progress slowed as it cut through the man’s 
clothing, then his flesh. She crouched, a she-tiger about to 
devour its victim. The razor swept back along its glinting 
arc, jerking in her hand when Mike’s thigh stopped its 
movement. 


Mike felt the blade bite deep into his thigh, and looked down 
to see blood spurting. The pain did not hit him then. He 
staggered to his feet, hearing his pleadings as he limped to 


the bedroom door. He was aware of Ina’s pursuit. He 
quickened his escape. 


Ina cursed, the razor slashing into the door frame. She saw 
Mike reach the stairs to take them four at a time. Blood 
belched from his clothing, dotting the stair carpet. She 
wanted to chase him, mutilate him so badly that he would 
never again be able to approach a woman. Her fingers hurt. 
Damn these razors she thought. The back of the blade had 
left a welt across her fingers where it had folded around on 
impact. 


"| got the bastard anyway, "she told the razor as she wiped 
its blade clean and returned it to her drawer. "He won’t be 
so bloody eager to go into a girl’s room in future.” 


The sound of her mother screaming only amused Ina. She 
could visualise the scene in their kitchen. Mike sobbing as 
the pain suddenly shot through his nervous system. Mike 
holding his lacerated thigh, trying to stop the blood from 
pumping out. 


And her mother ... 


Weak mother! Afraid of blood mother! Leaning against 
something, anything, for support as the colour raced from 
her cheeks. As her brain flooded and her senses reeled. As 
Mike moaned and groaned and rocked. 


Poor, pathetic mother! 


Serves you bloody right, mother! 


Makes you want to vomit, doesn’t it, mother? 


Makes you certain now there won't be another lodger 
foisted on you by the Social! 


Ina laughed until she hurt. She lay on her bed, letting the 
mental pictures form, reform, and melt into a beautiful 
crimson blob that moved and shifted and grew ugly in its 
terrible agony. 


Chapter Thirteen 
TERROR AWAY 


ACTON, at the turn of the century, was considered a 
decent, working class district. Never poshly glamorous, 
always strictly functional, it came through the wars nearly 
unchanged. Its unexciting Town Hall dominated a shopping 
area catering for ordinary tastes. Its parks were walked by 
average income people. Its churches did no better, no worse 
than those elsewhere in the capital. Its houses were fit 
places for bringing up a family, its schools able to cope with 
most trends in education. 


Ina Murray liked Acton as much as she could like any district 
or any town. She accepted its faults as she expected to find 
its beauties hidden around corners from factories and 
railway lines. She did not rave about it though. She could 
not since she didn’t search for more than that which 
interested her most. 


Henry Bourne’s enthusiasm for Chelsea bugged Ina. She 
could not tolerate conversations based solely on football. 
She had gone out with Henry three times and been bored to 
distraction. None of the Swords wanted to talk about 
anything else. 


"What about taking a car and going out to Heathrow?" a boy 
called Albert Potter asked. 


Henry frosted him with a scowl. "We're going to chip in for 
Saturday’s match." 


Ina yawned disenchantment. "I’m not bleedin’ going, and 
that’s final." 


Henry gripped her wrist. His pimpled face puffed out. "It’s 
away from home, Ina," he said as if that meant something 
special. 


H 


.. walt until we're away. I’ve seen us rip a train apart, 
smash a dozen shop windows and had a rumble with the 
home team's supporters..." 


The memory returned in a flash. Henry had said that on 
their first date at the Shed. 


"| mean, Ina - we're going to bust heads and put the boot 
in!" 


"How much each?" Ina asked, all ears. 


"It isn’t equal splits," Albert Potter told her. "It’s what you 
can afford. Some have more than others, you know." 


Henry sighed and dug into his pocket. "There - that’s my 
bundle." 


He scattered the notes and coins, then counted it carefully. 
"Twelve quid near as be damned." 


Albert shrugged and said, "I’ve got a fiver..." 


"And another," three of the blokes chorused. 


"Pockets inside out, Albert," Henry ordered. 


Ina waited until they discovered that Albert had been 
holding out. His sixteen plus joined Henry’s contribution. Ina 
stepped in next. "When I’m with a bloke he pays so don’t 
ask me how much I have tucked away in my house. It’s at 
home, all wrapped in knickers and safe." 


"How much?" Albert asked, scowling furiously at his bread 
on the table. 


"| would say ..." Ina paused, drawing the boy’s agony. 


"How much?" Henry asked next. 


"Not an awful lot," Ina stated. "About three quid." 


"God, she can’t come," Albert decided. 


"I’m going", Ina stated, staring directly at Henry. "Tell them - 
I’m going!" 


"She's ..." Henry slapped both palms on the table. "Hell, it’s 
all the way to bleedin’ Leeds. There’s return fares, the price 
of tickets, food, beer ... you know." 


"There are coaches for supporters,” Ina mentioned acidly. 


"Shit!" Albert swore. 


"Fuckin’ hell!" another exploded. 


"Christ," Henry said in exasperation. "You can’t seriously 
mean it, Ina. A coach special! A bloody supporters’ coach! 
No road!" 


"And why not?" Ina asked, puzzled. 


"Because, dimwit, we couldn’t bust up a coach hired by the 
official supporters’ club!" 


Ina caught on. She looked around the faces and saw those 
mental notices reading: Ina isn’t going. "l'Il get the Social to 
advance me some bread," she said in triumph. 


"Yeah?" Henry laughed. "They’re okay for a few bob in an 
emergency but no way are you going to con them into 
letting you go to Leeds for aggro." 


"We'll see," Ina said, shaking her head as if the great plan 
had already been devised. 


The woman was very sorry but Miss Ina Murray did not 
qualify for an emergency payment. Nor, before Ina asked, 
was Mrs. Susan Murray eligible either. 


Ina left the offices with anger burning her up inside. She saw 
drab women going into shops with wallets clutched in their 
hands. Fat wallets. She saw young women, some less than 
twenty, wheeling buggies filled to overflowing with 
foodstuffs. And she wanted to scream, to assault one or all 
of them, to help herself to cash in their purses. 


The compulsion to hurt grew. 


She shoved between people, elbows flying. 


It helped - but did not quell the impulses. 


She kicked a kid viciously as it bent to retrieve a ball in front 
of her. When the mother charged at her, screaming, Ina 
bashed her in the face. The feel of flesh yielding to her 
knuckles exhilarated her. She gave the bloody-nosed woman 
a punch in the stomach and walked on. 


"Little pig!" 


"Did you see 'er? Bitch!" 


"Somebody should call a copper!" 


Ina heard them and laughed aloud. All talk no action. 


"It’s that Ina Murray ..." 


She walked taller, prouder. That’s it, folks. Roll up and see 
the infamous Ina Murray. Get your bloody tickets here, 
missus. Watch her give ’em knuckle. If you’re very good and 
applaud loudly, she'll even smash a glass in some bloke’s 
face. That’s terrific. It’s the greatest. Ina rules, okay! 


Henry Bourne looked up from his workbench and frowned. 
"Christ, what if the boss sees you here?" he asked Ina. 


"Your old woman’s blown a fuse," Ina joked. "Hell, what’s it 
matter. You don’t have to be in this lousy job all your 
bleedin’ life, do you?" 


"It happens to suit me fine," Henry replied, using his oily rag 
on his grease-stained hands. 


"Whatever turns you on," Ina retorted. "Look, I’ve been to 
the Social - it’s no dice! So, | had an idea ..." She glanced 
around to make sure no one was eavesdropping. Her gaze lit 
on a banger, its engine exposed and the bonnet resting 
against one wing. "You’re smart with cars, Henry, you know 


how to nick ’em and start the engines without an ignition 
key." 


"Yeah!" Henry sounded suspicious. Worried. 


"Well, then - why not nick one and flog it?" 


"You're joking!" 


"I’m bloody not!" Ina stamped her foot. "Why can’t we make 
some bread like that?" 


"cause, stupid, the fuzz don’t pay much attention to us 
when we go for joy-rides. But if they got wind of me being in 
a car thieving ring, God’s truth, I’d be sent down for years!" 
His pimples stood out in his mental anguish. 


"One car, Henry? Just one fuckin’ car!" 


"Not a bicycle," he stressed. 


"Shit on you!" 


"On you, too!" He turned away, seized a wrench and began 
fighting a rusted nut. 


Ina swore she would make the bastard suffer but when she 
was ready. It was her considered opinion that Henry Bourne, 
in particular, and the Acton Swords, in general, were a 
bunch of layabouts without the guts to think big. As for their 
bovver reputation ... she hadn't seen evidence of this. Of 
course, come Saturday ... Saturday! Four days remaining. If 
she didn’t cop the lolly by tomorrow evening she was stuck 
at home. Chelsea, on the other hand, would be away. She 
banged her fist against the garage folding doors in 
frustration. There was bread out there in Acton somewhere. 
She had to know where! And where to get it! 


The Murrays were not good neighbours. When Frank had 
been alive his drinking had erected a barrier between the 
Thompsons and the Brownings. Susan Murray’s 
uncommunicativeness had not patched the early rift when 
Frank died. Like decent folk, both parties had sent a wreath 
and seen to it that Susan did not want until arrangements 
had been made for a fine funeral and a welfare allowance. 


But this possible breaking of the bread had gone unthanked, 
unexplored. 


Ina had no use for either Brownings or Thompsons. 


Until now. 


Alex Browning worked for British Rail. He owned a new car, 
had his house decorated inside and out every second year 
by an expensive firm, and wore the best of casual clothes 
when not on duty. His wife, Tessie, was never without 
housekeeping that provided steaks twice a week, a huge 
roast on Sunday, dresses in the summer and new coats for 
the winter. The kids, Bob and Sylvia, were turned out like 
models. All that took money. Lots of lovely money. 


Les Thompson, too, brought home a healthy wage packet. 
He was the manager of a do-it-yourself hardware store and 
kept pace with the Brownings in everything. Sometimes he 
even outshone Browning. 


Like his car - £1,000 more it cost. And he loved to mention it 
"in passing". 


Going back home, Ina pondered how to extract a few quid 
from both sides. Being the poor relation smack in the middle 
of affluence did not make for an easy touch. How could she, 
they would figure, afford to repay when her income was 
dependent entirely on Social Security! 


Going into the front room which was seldom used in the 
Murray household, Ina saw Tessie Browning going out of her 
front gate. She had a trolley and the kids. Watching Mrs. 
Browning walk up towards the High Street, Ina began to 
scheme for a visit to Mrs. Thompson when a much better 
idea brightened her day. 


The Brownings never, except at night, locked their back 
door. The fifteen foot wall behind all three properties backed 
on to a small factory so there was actually no reason to 
keep a door locked. After all, would a neighbour duck in fora 
quick search and a dip in the biscuit tin? 


Ina smiled widely. Her mother was upstairs ironing. She 

placed her ear against the Thompson's adjoining wall and 
listened. On a noisy afternoon you could hear every word 
the kids spoke. Not a sound. If the Thompsons were out ... 


She went into what they fondly called a garden. It consisted 
of an outhouse toilet long since out of use. A single flower 
bed, whose plants survived and appeared when they felt like 
getting some weak sunshine, went the length of the 
Thompsons fence. A patch of grass which seemed to stay at 
four inches above the soil, covered the rest of their little 
garden. Down at the factory wall was a lean-to, a dustbin 
and an old rusted bicycle frame. In total, the garden 
measured twenty two feet by twelve feet. And the sagging 
gate by the outhouse toilet opened directly into the 
Brownings’ vegetable "good life" garden. Alex Browning 
liked his fresh, home-grown vegetables. 


Quick as a whippet, Inna nipped through the sagging gate, 
around past Alex’s lettuce and into their ultra-modern 
kitchen. The fridge could do with some oil, Ina thought. It 
rumbled and gurgled. Alex said this was because it 
defrosted itself. Ina knew because she’d overheard a 
conversation conducted across Murray territory a week 
previously. She stood, motionless, thinking. 


Where would Tessie Browning hide her spare? 


Her eyes travelled around the neat room. Not in there, she 
concluded. She went into a short hall, and glanced into both 
ground floor rooms. Then, upstairs. The decor looked 
fantastic. She wished her people had been ambitious and 


house-proud. In the main bedroom she found a dressing 
table with one drawer partially open. Like somebody had 
shut it when hurrying out to get the shopping! 


She slid the drawer open and gasped. Fivers filled it. She 
counted the reserves. Two hundred and fifty quid. Give or 
take twenty five. A few pound notes and one tenner 
crumpled up at the back of the drawer suggested they had 
been overlooked in the past. She folded the twelve quid, 
stuck it in her jeans and tried to make the pile of fivers 
appear just as they had before her sticky fingers went 


begging. 


She was home, making tea and humming to herself before 
her mother came downstairs. She drank the cuppa, didn’t 
bother to speak and shot off - gloriously happy with her fare 
- to tell Henry she was going away from home with the Shed 
mob! 


Not once did she feel a twinge of conscience. 


Why the Brownings thought it necessary to keep so much 
money in the house did not get a thought. 


She didn’t care. She wanted money and now she had it. 


Henry didn’t ask where she’d managed to rake up the ready. 
After her car nicking effort, he felt safer not knowing. 


"If anyone asks did | pay for myself - the answer is no!" Ina 
said. "I’m your bird so you took me - right?" 


She kissed him square on the mouth. Their eyes met and 
she kissed him again. There was a difference now. When she 
drew back she whispered, "When we get back home from 
Leeds l'Il be so bleedin’ thrilled ..." 


"Yeah?" 


"Really, Henry. I’m a grateful bird!" 


"Okay - | paid ‘cause you're my bird." He winked. 


"We'll throw terror into those United bastards!" Ina laughed. 


"All aboard for the Terror Express," Henry joked. 


"And ... terror away!" Ina chortled. 


Chapter Fourteen 
WE’RE THE WORST 


MR. Gibson’s near-ginger hair wore a blue halo as pipe 
smoke curled around his head. "That’s enough for today, 
Ina," the man said, removing the ashtray from his desk. He 
did not find cigarette stubs conducive to work. He tossed 
them into a nearby tin waste-basket. 


"Will they bring me here tomorrow?" Ina uncrossed her legs 
and got to her feet. She was shocked by the amount she 
had told him. Funny, she mused, how his silence and 
unalterable expression made her run off at the mouth. She 
had started talking with one purpose uppermost in mind - to 
lie like crazy. To confound his report and make a check 
against Miss Gardiner an impossibility. But, after a few 
minutes she had suddenly broken into a trot, saying exactly 
what had happened. 


"Yes, l'Il make the arrangements." He went to the door and 
nodded for the waiting escort to collect the prisoner. Only as 
they marched Ina out did he smile. And that a shadow of his 
welcome. 


Alone Ken Gibson exhaled and swore fitfully. The bitch! The 
arrogant, boastful, thieving bitch! The girl was a menace to 
society. Prison was too good for... 


He stopped. This was wrong. He had the milk of human 
kindness running in his arteries. His heart opened wide to 
strangers caught in life’s misfortunes. Surely he could find 
one character trait worth a mention. Ina Murray could not be 
a lone survivor of the devil’s kingdom. She had to have a 
saving grace. 


A loud click reminded him of the tape recorder. He smiled 
ruefully. Two minutes at most since the girl had departed. 
What a row there could have been! 


He rewound the tape and sat smoking his pipe as he set it 
on forward play. Ina’s voice droned ... droned ... droned ... 


He shuddered when she admitted kicking a child. When she 
gloated over attacking the child’s mother. The robbery of a 
neighbour left him cold. If she had needed the cash for food 
or clothing he might have found pity. But no! Her only 
justification for stealing the money was a desire to be one of 
a mob hell-bent on vandalising a train. 


He switched off the machine in disgust. 


He telephoned Gladys Gardiner and relayed to her the gist 
of Ina’s latest confession. 


“Now you understand," Gladys said eventually. 


"| pity you for having been roped in at the beginning." 


"Don’t, Ken - it’s been an education." 


"| can’t find a single mitigating circumstance,” he 
complained. 


She is totally without hope." 


"| doubt if prison is the answer, either." 


"| won’t influence your decision, Ken!" 


“Thanks - right now | feel the desperate need of company 
and a shoulder to cry on." 


"If that’s a hint about dinner I’m afraid you're way too late." 


"| had an idea | might be." He laughed. "I'll be in touch." 


"Ken, do your best to absent me from the trial." 


"PII have a word in the right ear, Gladys." 


“Thanks - and goodnight. ” 


He smiled at the replaced telephone. If necessary he would 
insist on her being present. That depended on her 


willingness to have dinner with him before Ina went into 
court. 


The following day, his tape recorder operative, Ken Gibson 
motioned for Ina Murray to begin. He had bought, from his 
own pocket, a packet of tipped cigarettes. These and 
matches were on the desk beside her. He had engaged in 
some trivial dialogue to familiarise the girl with his sterile 
Surroundings, made one humorous quote from a play 
currently running in the West End which went over her head, 
and died the death, as stage people said, when he tried to 
explain the probation service’s reason for being. 


Checking his watch - he did not want a repeat of the near 
thing with the recorder - he puffed on his pipe and listened. 


Saturday morning, Ina Murray arose before seven and 
washed. She wore her fighting gear - jeans, platform shoes, 
t-shirt and a leather bomber jacket. She had a razor knife of 
her own and this she carefully wrapped and taped to her 
side, using the household supply of Band Aids for the job. 
She selected her best rings - the ones with thick shoulders 
and clusters sticking up high - and slipped four on to each 
hand. Anybody getting a bunch of fives in the kisser would 
know he’d been smashed! Her fascination for bottles would 
be satisfied on the train. They had a buffet, the suckers! 


She had toast and tea, nicked a pound from her mother’s 
purse for extra booze, and slipped out without disturbing 
her sleeping parent. 


Acting on Henry’s instructions, she did not carry 
identification. "If the fuzz collar us we can give a false name 
and address providing we aren’t foolish with papers." She 
had nothing to indicate who she was or where she lived. 


Henry Boume waited outside the Town Hall. He showed the 
train tickets, twelve in all. "Our dirty dozen," he joked. 
"Christ, I’m keyed up for this." 


Ina felt terrific. Her nerve-ends picked up every little 
anticipation and turned it into a full-bloodied kick. She was 
impatient to be away, but there was always a last minute 
Charlie. This morning it was Albert Potter. 


"Another bleedin’ minute," Henry moaned, eyes on the 
clock. 


Ina studied her companions, the hardcore of the Acton 
Swords. 


Henry Bourne, garage mechanic. Pimples highlighted as 
their heads wore a cold blue in the early morning chill. 


Vince Mitchell, bricklayer. 


Joe Lennox, unemployed. His red hair stood out like a 
beacon. 


John Emble, floor-cleaner and erstwhile pickpocket. 


Max Cooper, student. Organiser for a demo brigade; 


Jackie Wandles. Max’s bird. 


Ches Allen, schoolboy. Nicknamed after a comic. 


Vi Greenfield, schoolgirl. John’s bit, anybody’s gift. 


Tom Shaw, garage mechanic. Henry’s mate. 


Jimmy Lees, stockman. 


Albert Potter came steaming up, his excuses soon accepted. 
He worked shifts and had run all the way from the factory. 


They trooped across the High Street and mucked about by 
the bus stop. A panda crawled past, its driver giving them 
the eye. John went to make a gesture, his arm grabbed by 
Jimmy. "Crissakes, not until we’re on the bleedin’ train!" 


Ina’s spirits soared the closer they got to the station. She 
looked at people around her, forcing herself to refrain from 
starting a fight. God, she did want to break a few noses. 
There were so many sods milling about the station she was 
in a bad state when they finally went through the barrier 
and rushed along the platform. 


Henry picked their carriage. Out came the scarves. It wasn’t 
a special until the colours were struck. Straight off, Jimmy 
chalked CHELSEA RULE OKAY on the carriage window. His 
bar of soap had its use. 


A sign on the carriage said NO SMOKING. Henry struck a 
match on this. John scraped it off with his knife. John got rid 
of the other NO SMOKING stickers too. 


Ina touched her razor knife through her t-shirt. She smiled 
to herself. She wasn’t going to dull the blade until the Leeds 
bastards hove into sight. 


Jackie Wandless unzipped her fly and slid her jeans off. She 
wore little briefs decorated with a gorilla standing ina 
jungle. A smallishly printed slogan said: ANYONE COULD 
GET LOST IN THIS FOREST. "How about these knickers, eh?" 
Jackie asked, standing up and showing off her nice figure 
and cute behind. 


Max snorted and pretended to cover her privates with his 
hands. Jackie yelped and retreated, blushing furiously. Max 
grinned and said, "She’s right. It is a forest!" Jackie quickly 
got her jeans on. 


Vi shrugged and remarked, "She acts like he’d never 
explored before." 


“The train moved and they went careering across the 
carriage. Henry had a plastic carrier and he opened it. Beers 
came out, and feet went up on the opposite seats. Vince 
Mitchell climbed up on the luggage rack and poured beer 
down Vi’s neck. She squealed, called him a few choice 
names and quietened when John used his handkerchief 
down between her knockers to mop up. Her squeals were 
definite moans now. 


"When do we take this carriage apart?" Ina asked. 


"When we're about halfway," Henry replied. "Relax, you'll 
have fun." 


The cigarettes were passed around. More beer followed. 
Albert Potter forked out five quid and announced, "I’m 
buying a drop of the hard stuff." 


Henry asked, "How come you're so generous?" 


The train was gathering speed, rocking as it sped along. The 
blurring countryside outside the windows could have been a 
watery waste for all they cared. 


“There wasn’t much doing last night," Albert said. "We 
played cards!" He laughed. 


"You bastard - you cheated," Joe shouted happily. 


"Bleedin’ easy," Albert announced proudly. 


"Let’s get the booze!" Henry shouted. 


They marched down the corridor, singing a favourite Shed 
battle song. People who had no footballing interests looked 
up in fear as they stormed past. A conductor squeezed 
against a window and let them pass, too afraid to ask for 
tickets. Ina got the impression he would be off and running 
to warn the other train staff. 


They entered the buffet. A couple of Chelsea fans sporting 
their colours went to make them welcome and got the 
freeze treatment. The Acton Swords didn’t want their scene 
ruined by genuine soccer fans. 


Albert ordered, and the miniatures came across the buffet 
bar. One dozen exactly. Albert placed his fiver near an ice 
bucket. The steward looked at it, remarked that prices had 
soared since the last confrontation between Leeds and 
Chelsea, and told Albert how much extra he wanted. 


Henry saw Albert’s confusion and made up the difference. 
Taking their drinks they made the return parade, more than 
one voice demanding that they give the buffet some 
attention before leaving the train. 


Systematic destruction began when their spare cash allotted 
for booze ran out. Light bulbs went first, used to bombard 
passing houses in a town zone. 


John Emble smashed the mirrors in their carnage. 


Joe Lennox swung from the luggage rack until one support 
gave way. Then they all heaved and tore the fitting from its 
mooring. 


Max Cooper enjoyed his target practice, hurling beer cans at 
the carriage windows. He tired when the last window 
cracked. 


Jackie Wandless slashed the seats and carved her initials on 
the wooden ceiling. 


Ches Allen went to the loo and returned to complain that the 
sink was cracked and the toilet basin stuffed with paper and 
unable to flush. 


Vi Greenfield said she’d investigate and brought back a new 
report. The glass was broken and there was liquid soap 
everywhere. 


Vince Mitchell wandered off. When he returned he was 
laughing wildly. He told them the connecting door between 
their carriage and the next had been ripped by a knife. He 
wondered who had the nerve to do that. 


Ina and Henry manhandled a seat from the window and 
watched as it landed in an allotment. 


Tom Shaw and Jimmy Lees worked to see which one could 
get the door handles off first. Tom won by a whisker. 


The carriage looked like a herd of half-crazed bison had 
stampeded through. Henry held the axe aloft, taken from 
the fire-fighting glass- encased box in the corridor. He used 
it to splinter the roof and the wooden panels above the 
seats. Then, picking his target by leaning from the window, 
he tossed it at a car waiting by a level crossing. They 
crowded the window, cheering as the axe bashed off the 
car’s bonnet and skipped straight through the windscreen. 


Ina’s blood boiled as it raced through her veins. She had 
never, never, never experienced anything quite like this. 
Her only worry was getting off the bloody train. They would 
have railway fuzz waiting. She mentioned this to Henry. 
Good old experienced Henry. 


"Shit on the fuckin’ fuzz," Henry mumbled. "We're going out 
like an army! Right, lads?" 


"Right!" they yelled. 


Ina worried. She wasn't anywhere near as drunk as the 
others. She had to assume she was in a higher pitch of 
excitement and the alcohol wasn't getting a decent chance 
to work on her brain. She didn’t honestly need a drink to 
enjoy-a punch-up — Fighting was, for her, inebriating. 


The train was slowing and Ina alerted her companions. 
Henry organised his troops. Four to burst from their 
carriage. Four to go immediately into the next carriage and 
get off there. The last four would get out on the opposite 
side to the platform and go down the tracks to the station 
proper. This group was to include Ina, Vi, Jackie and Max. Ina 
objected, but was overruled. 


There were police stationed all along the platform. They saw 
the bluecoats as the train slowed and approached the 
buffers. 


Henry changed his plans. They’d all do a bunk along the 
tracks. He sent Max to tell John, Joe, Ches and Tom. 


A woman started shouting from the next carriage. They 
could hear her telling the fuzz about the damage. Henry 
wanted to do her but Ina cooled him. What difference did 
one biddy make when they had the whole of Leeds to 
destroy. 


The second the train actually halted, Henry was out the door 
and jumping to the tracks. Another train stood at the 
platform one over from theirs and covered their escape. Ina 
heard the fuzz yelling orders as she dropped from the train. 
John, last to make an exit, gave them the latest dope. The 
fuzz had twigged and were heading to cut them off. 


Henry clambered up by the buffers and gained the level of 
the station concourse. Like ants the Swords joined him, 
forming a spearhead and charged through the crowds. Ina 
belted a bowler-hatted Yorkshireman and saw him stumble 
backwards into a woman carrying heavy suitcases. All 
landed in an awful tangle. Henry detoured on seeing police 
at the main exit. He bashed open a door to a bar, went over 
the counter without easing his stride and slammed a waiter 
blocking the kitchen entrance. Tom Shaw grabbed a bottle 
of Scotch, roared encouragement and followed his leader. 
Ina helped herself to another bottle without noticing what it 
contained. She smashed it on the door frame, and used the 


sharded remainder to clear her path. Kitchen staff backed 
against the stoves, scared shitless. 


"We're the worst!" the Swords chanted, bursting on toa 
Leeds street. 


"Ditch the colours," Henry ordered, slowing now. 


Their scarves went inside their jackets. 


"Split into twos and threes," Henry said next. 


Ina went with Henry. She had, never been in Leeds and 
needed a guide. Henry knew precisely where he was and 
where he was going. 


"We're bloody well the worst! "Tom Shaw laughed, his bottle 
Spilling contents as he opened it. 


"Pass the booze," Henry said. He winked to Ina. "You're okay. 
You're the worst!" 


Ina felt proud hearing this. She hadn’t done too much but 
the total destruction pleased her. 


Chapter Fifteen 
ULTERIOR MOTIVE 


KEN Gibson wiped the perspiration from his face. Ina 
Murray’s retreating rear going down the corridor 
accompanied by her escorts came as a welcome break to a 
session that had not only sickened the probation officer, but 
had, a second time, come close to ending on a furious 
scene. He cursed the tape recorder, wondering if he could 
put in a chit for a machine that would give an extra hour’s 
playing time. He knew what the official attitude would be - 
make your interviews shorter. 


Thank goodness the Leeds police had been on the ball, 
Gibson thought. It had been a triumph for common sense 
and sport. Ina’s disgusted comments about the forecasted 
knuckle being stymied had warned him. He believed that 
Dame Luck walked in terror of these yobbos, too. Why else 
would they get away with wrecking a train, causing untold 
damage as they rampaged through a quiet residential 
section of the town, and having a go at a London Transport 
conductor. He had one consolation. The Leeds event had 
been a while back, but the police could act now that they 
had Ina’s confession. Or would have by the morning. If only 
these thugs were forced to pay for the damage it would, ina 
Small way, represent a victory for decency. 


It had taken longer than expected to get to the crux of Ina’s 
tale. 


One more session should finish it. 


He telephoned Gladys Gardiner. The more he thought about 
the social worker the more convinced-he became that Fate 
had to be kind and offer him an opportunity to sneak into 
her heart. Maybe he was being foolish. Maybe old-fashioned 
and romantic. But he was positive that he was in love, at 
last. 


"Finished?" Gladys asked. 


"One more session." 


"Ye gods, are you dragging everything from her?" 


"She’s doing the talking," Ken laughed. 


"Have you broached the subject of the Jean Turner affair?" 


"To be truthful, | haven’t asked much. I’m inclined to think 
she’s under the impression | can’t remember a quarter that 
I’m told." He explained his procedure, the tape recorder and 
his relaxed, couldn’t-care attitude to her descriptions. "Mind 
you, Gladys, | could get up and slap her down sometimes." 


"I sympathise." 


“How much sympathy is in you?" 


"Oh-oh, another proposition." 


"Another request," he corrected. 


"And I’ve got to turn you down." 


"Does that man of yours see you every night." 


"Well..." 


"Ah, when are you free?” 


"Hold on, Ken. See this from ..." 


He interrupted. "I can’t see. I’m blinded by your beauty." 


"Bull," and she laughed too. "Ina’s style?" she asked. 


"Vintage Ina." 


"Was it bad today?" 


"No worse ... No, wait - there was an impression she’s 
working up to a grand finale." 


“That should be hair-raising." 


"Quite! Now, about this dinner date ..." 


"Leave it until Ina has been tried." 


"Too long." 


"But surely ..." 


"| shall ask for another remand in custody. | want her 
examined by a psychiatrist." 


"A mental institution?" 


"That’s possible. However, | want a safeguard she will be 
detained for not less than five years of treatment.” 


"You sound worried." So did Gladys. 


"I can’t let her on the streets until she has been cured." 


"Have you hinted ... ?" 


"No, definitely nothing." 


"Good." 


"Why good?" 


“Because I’m against head-shrinking for her." 


"And why?" 


"It could destroy her." 


"Reasons?" 


"Vague feelings. Sorry, Ken - it’s my opinion." 


"You're entitled to that." 


"Are you hurt?" 


"A little distressed. | see a court battle looming on the 
horizon." 


“Legal arguments only, Ken." 


"Which means you will attend the hearing?" 


"Yas, ul 


"See you in court, then.” 


There was a lengthy pause. Finally, Gladys said, "See you 
tomorrow night, Ken. | accept your invitation to wine and 
dine." 


"There’s a catch." 


"Yes - we talk shop." 


"If you insist." 


"I do, Ken - | do." 


When she got home, Gladys Gardiner quickly changed and 
sat down to relax with her David Soul recording. She lit a fire 
and watched the coals catch and become glowing shapes in 
the hearth. One could make whatever one wanted from a 
fire, she thought. 


There was Ray diving off a springboard. He had always been 
an excellent diver and swimmer. 


She frowned. No, it wasn't Ray. It was Ken Gibson preparing 
a cocktail. 


Ken Gibson ... 


Unmarried at his age. Why? A woman liked to know what 
made a man stay free, and so damned attractive. Did he 
have a past marriage which had gone wrong? Or, maybe, 
been sadly disappointed in a former affair? 


The man had a habit now of getting under her skin in the 
nicest manner. His voice in her ear every day had a 
wonderfully soothing quality. 


Ray ... 


She utterly discounted going to bed with Ray as a basis for 
getting married. She had been in bed with several men 


before Ray came along. And she had had no serious 
intentions with any of them. 


Was Ray Mr. Right? 


Was Ken Gibson Mr. Right? 


A coal fell from its fiery perch and disturbed her train of 
thought. She picked up the tongs and replaced the coal. She 
turned up the stereo volume and erased memories of Ken 
Gibson and his lovely voice from her mind. 


David Soul ... 


Now there was a man she would not have any difficulty in 
saying "yes" to, and sticking by the decision ... 


Ken Gibson switched on the light in his flat and carefully 
hung his jacket on a hanger. He stared across the tastefully 
decorated room. A picture in an ornate silver frame held his 
attention. He approached it slowly. 


"To Ken, with love, Kay." 


He turned away. Dearest Kay. So young and so beautiful. So 
dead! 


Things in the flat reminded him of her. 


That radio, for example. She had given it to him on their first 
anniversary. 


The curtains. They had been her choice. 


The carpet. Olive green on a biege background. British-India 
it had been called then. Her favourite carpet. 


Things. Material possessions. Memories. 


Would Gladys mind sharing him with Kay? 


He could not envisage his life without thoughts of Kay. He 
still arranged for flowers for her grave. That high, lonely 
grave in Switzerland. 


A vivid flash tormented him. He saw the aircraft, flames 
shooting from its fuselage. Hunks falling from it, lazily 
descending as the engine-heavy portion hurtled down ... 
down ... down. To crash on top of their chalet. 


He had been walking in the snow. Getting up an appetite. 
They’d been so kind to him. So compassionate in his grief. 
He loved the Swiss, but he could not visit their country ever 
again. The flowers were sent with his love. His eternal love. 
Laid on Kay’s grave by other hands. 


Would Gladys understand? 


He would have to tell her. 


Soon ... 


Chapter Sixteen 
FINAL CURTAIN 


INA Murray lit a cigarette and prepared to face the music. 
She had lain awake all night wondering if she should even 
come to the probation officer’s lair. To tell him in precise 
details of the events leading up to her arrest would be like 
going into the witness box saying, “I’m guilty, m’lud." 


She had asked some of the centre’s inmates about spoken, 
unsigned confessions to a probation officer. They were 
unanimous - those bastards are as bad as the judges. 


Now, as Gibson pushed a new packet of fags across his desk 
and moved the ashtray closer, she reached her final 
decision. 


"If | tell you all will you make me a promise?" she asked. 


"And what is the promise you want?" 


“That you'll ask for leniency." 


On what grounds?" He smiled faintly. 


"That I'm bleedin’ innocent. It was self-defence." 


Ken Gibson frowned. He could not make such a promise. Yet 
he needed her last chapter of this brief book of life. Her brief 
life. 


"It’s only a promise to ask for leniency," Ina insisted. 


"Which would make it appear as if | condoned everything 
you have done,” he reminded her. 


"Naw, not everything. Just the part that counts." 


"The self-defence?" 


“Now you've bleedin’ got it!" 


"How Shall | Know it was self-defence unless | hear your 
story?" he questioned. 


Ina frowned. He had a point. 


Ken pressed home the advantage. A weak advantage. "I'll 
waive the promise until you've satisfied me of your self- 
defence claim." 


"You've got me beat, haven’t you?" 


"I’m afraid so, Miss Murray." 


"Shit and damn roast!"' 


"That’s my girl," Gibson said sarcastically. 


"It was being Henry’s girl that caused all the trouble," Ina 
Snarled. 


It was a Cup game, Chelsea versus Aston Villa. The Shed 
were in form that afternoon. They pulled out all the stops 
and chanted obscenities with unceasing enthusiasm. Until 
that disastrous second-half goal by Aston Villa. 


Henry Bourne was stunned speechless. 


Ina sympathised with him, with Chelsea. She had not 
immediately joined the football fanatics but being a Sword, 
and with diehard Chelsea supporters, it had only been a 
matter of time before she, too, felt for the club. 


"Bleedin’ Aston Villa," Henry moaned. 


"A Cup game too," Max wailed. 


"Christ, how’ve we sunk so fuckin’ low?" Tom asked. 


Ina joined the thousands begging Chelsea to equalise. Every 
touch of the ball brought its sea of swaying prayers. 


The referee’s whistled finish had its share of tears. Like the 
Chelsea players, the fans, hang-dog exit was, for Stamford 
Bridge, a relatively quiet flowing out. Drained of emotional 
bravado, they went their separate ways without resorting to 
victory’s explosive aggro. 


There were some who could not accept defeat without 
letting their pent-up frustration go. The police had a job 
containing these elements and the usual complaints started 
coming in. Shopkeepers and shoppers who had suffered 
from the hooligans had a weekly moan over the disruptive 
goings-on down the road. 


Leaving the ground, Henry and his Swords walked back to 
their nicked transport parked off the Fulham Road. Ina tried 
to rally them, urging some sort of demonstration. 


"It'd do us good to find some bloody lot and have a punch 
up," she kept saying. 


Henry turned on her and snarled, "Crissakes, shut up! Look!" 
He pointed ahead and wheeled away from their van. 


A cop with notebook in one hand and a communicator in the 
other stood by the windscreen, examining the tax disc. 


"| thought you said they wouldn’t miss the bloody thing until 
Monday morning!" Henry spat at Tom. 


Tom suggested, "Maybe the tax’s out of date!" 


Henry slowed to crawl. "If that’s all he won’t call the squad. 
Stay here. l'Il make a recce!" 


They acted the fool, covering a certain nervousness. Henry 
casually sauntered across the street, and wandered past the 
van and its new guardian. He heard the cop say into his 
communicator, "It’s the same vehicle, Sarge ...” Henry 
nodded to the suspicious cop, and continued his measured 
pace until he reached the next intersection. Then, running, 
he circled back to the gang. 


"We've had it, mates," he told the solemn Swords. "They’ve 
got a make on the fuckin’ heap! ” 


"So what," Ina snorted, eager to get them lifted out of this 
despair ravine. "West Brompton isn’t far away. We can take 
the bleedin’ Tube." 


"I’m thirsty," Max said flatly. "I vote we stay here and drown 
our sorrows." 


"And be bugged by bloody tourists? Not me!" Ina got their 
attention. They all hated being the focal point of unwanted 
interest. Tourists were okay if one had to be in the West End 
but not for the serious business of downing a few pints. 
“Let’s get off at Turnham Green. We could visit one of those 
Irish pubs ..." 


The majority agreed and the two Saturday afternoon 
disasters began to fade. The thought of antagonising the 
Irish bunch from Chiswick appealed. It was mentioned that 
they’d been missing out on the fun of a genuine, old-style 
knock-about. The Irish liked using fists and boots. Weapons 
were strictly left to raids into enemy territory or to repel 
invaders outside the pubs. 


They had the Underground passengers cowering as they 
cavorted through a carriage, did their bit at Earls Court, and 
shouted obscenities at the exiting throngs between there 
and Turnham Green They had a last giggle with a stout 
ticket collector at the Green. None of them had bothered to 
pay a fare and all claimed to have boarded at different 
stations within the cheapest fare distance. It got them in the 
mood when they got away with cheating. 


The pub had thick, etched windows belonging to the 
Edwardian era. Its polished wood inside was carved, 
massive and gave a large public bar an atmosphere of 
outdated elegance. 


Henry went to the counter. "Best bitter all round, mate,” he 
ordered. "English bitter - none of your Irish shit! " 


The barman frowned but kept his cool. He could tell these 
bastards were looking for aggro. Well, they were in the right 
pub for a punch up but he had his orders - "Kick ’em out if 
they start anything" and that applied to every customer. 


Ina picked on a small, dark man on his own. "Hey you," she 
called. "You with the bloody squint ..." 


The little man set his evening paper on his table and calmly 
stared at her. His battered features didn’t alter but his black 
eyes glittered. 


And they did have a slight cast. 


"Where’re you from?" 


The man shook his head in exasperation. "If you can’t do 
better’n that don’t bother me," he said in a thick Cork 
accent. 


"Bleedin’ Irish," Ina told her laughing companions. 


"They should ship the bombers back to their soggy island," 
John remarked. 


"Better still, rope 'em to their own bombs and blow the 
bastards up!" Vince said. 


"You hear 'em, mister?" Ina asked the small man. 


"| heard and if you want to finish those beers I’d advise you 
belt up!" 


"Telling us bleedin’ English to belt up in our own country,” 
Ina stated. 


"A bloody shame! " Tom said. 


"He should be deported, " Vi snapped. 


Henry stretched his long legs, deliberately tripping a 
reddish-haired youngster carrying a tray holding five pints of 
Guinness. The stout flew from the glasses, a black cascade 
which coated his companions seated at the next table. 


"Sorry, mate," Henry grinned insultingly. 


"Don’t feel sorry," Ina quipped. "They’re only Irish slobs." 


The barman nipped behind a door marked PRIVATE. The 
scene was set for a brawl and his instructions were to 
telephone the fuzz if any other than Irish were involved. 


The little man with the beat up face got to his feet and 
came over to Henry. It looked like an unequal contest from 
scratch, but the Swords had not counted on confronting a 
former Eire boxing champion. The little man’s hands gripped 
Henry’s jacket, heaved the youth to his feet and shook him. 
"Get lost, creep," he growled. "Get lost before me temper 
blows." 


Henry spat into the man’s face. 


Henry never knew where the blow came from it moved so 
fast. The first he knew was when a rock hard fist sank into 
his gut, and a cross found his chin. He staggered back, head 
swimming, eyes out of focus. 


Ina reacted like lightning. She flung her beer into the 
lrishman’s eyes, blinding him temporarily. She smashed the 
glass against his neck, drawing a fine trickle of blood. 


Max, taking advantage, landed a haymaker. It hurt his 
knuckles. The man was a monument. 


By now, others in the pub had rallied. Scraps broke out 
around the Swords’ tables. Jackie was on her arse, eye 
already swelling. She wasn’t out of the fight, though. She 
clutched at an Irish leg, and sank her teeth into it. Joe broke 
a bone in his left hand when he hit the wall instead of the 
weaving man in front of him. As pain lanced through him, he 
kicked his opponent in the balls. 


Ina was having a ball. Standing on a chair, she used a heavy 
ashtray for cracking skulls daring to come near her true 
right arm. It helped having Henry and Ches acting as her 
bodyguards. Feet braced, they took on the best the Irish had 
and gave more than they got in return. 


The barman yelled, "The police are coming!" 


On the heels of his warning the sound of sirens heralded an 
end to the battle. Henry took one final opportunity for 
mayhem. He tossed his glass which had miraculously 
evaded every effort to knock it to the floor, and heard the 
noise of smashing glass. Then, he hoofed it for the street. 


Safe from the fuzz, the jubilant Swords continued their trek 
up Acton Lane. It was Ina, naturally, who suggested, "How 
about the Vale Vandals? We haven’t had a go at ’em in 
weeks." 


Henry laughed. "You’re bloodthirsty, eh?" 


"I’m fighting fit," Ina agreed. 


Max let a cat out of the bag. "Hey, wouldn’t it be something 
if Jean Turner was there! She’s sizzling, isn't she, Henry?" 


Ina glared at the two youths. What was this? 


Henry put his finger and thumb circled in the air and winked 
lecherously. "Yeah, she’s got it! She isn’t a bigot, either. 
She’d let any guy have a go. Even a Sword." 


“How do you know that?" Ina asked jealously. 


Max confided, "It wouldn’t be the first contact between the 
Swords and Vandals, would it, Henry?" 


Ina seethed inside. If Henry was playing around! And with 
Jean Turner too! A bloody Vale Vandal... 


Smirking, Henry considered the prospect of a battle with 
their main West London rivals, and liked the notion. That 
Jean Turner was a delicious bird. He’d enjoy having her on 
his plate any day... 


Joe said, "They usually go to the park on a Saturday night. " 


Ina decided, "And that’s where we're going! But first | want 
to call at home." 


"You can pee in the bloody park,” Albert Potter laughed. 


Ina wasn’t desperate to visit the loo. There was something 
special in her house. Something she hadn't used in ages. 
She left the gang hanging about near the school, dashed 
past her startled mother and went upstairs. In the same 
drawer where she normally kept her straight razor, she 
found the coiled copper wire taken from an old heating unit. 
Memories of approved school returned. Strapping her belt 
with its sheathed knife to her waist, and changing into her 
overhanging denim jacket, she glanced into her mirror. She 
wasn’t really beautiful, but she looked a helluva sight better 
now than Jean Turner would when she got through with the 
sexy bitch. 


The guys and girls cheered as Ina emerged from the house. 
Looking through the curtains drawn across his front 
windows, Alex Browning glared at Ina’s back. He was sure 
she’d been responsible for taking his money. He had no 
proof but when a girl like that lived next door and had easy 
access to his unlocked kitchen door, there had to be more 
than the finger of suspicion directed at her. If only he had a 
shred of evidence! He’d put the bitch away fora year... 


Ina showed her weaponry. She ignored Henry’s explosive 
comment, "We aren’t out to murder them!" She had her own 
ideas on that score. She would gladly swing for Turner. And 
she wasn’t joking, either. Circumstances had been getting to 
her. The Leeds fiasco. Today’s scoreline. The Irish getting off 
the hook before they’d wrecked the pub. And Henry’s more 
than probable relationship with a Vandal whore. Oh, it was 
boiling inher... 


Jean Turner had never writhed beneath Henry Bourne or any 
other Sword. In fact, Jean detested the Swords more than 
she did those immigrants who had moved in next door to 
her parents. It was all right for liberals and do-gooding left- 
wingers to get laws passed in Parliament to protect blacks, 
browns and other foreigners from the natives, but they 
mostly didn't have to live next door to the bastards. They 
didn’t have a radio blasting all day, a television blaring until 
every station closed down, and a stereo into the middle of 
the night thudding out jungle rhythms. They didn’t have to 
walk past garishly painted doors and window frames. Or 
have a dozen squawling snotty kids rampaging over their 
gardens or peering in through windows. 


But the Swords! 


God, she hated them! 


Her loathing went back years. Before that cocky bitch Ina 
Murray joined. She’d been a virgin then. The Swords had 
gang-banged her into the club. And, ever since, she had 

taken every opportunity to even the score. 


She laughed as one of the Vandals climbed a tree and did 
his swinging ape impression. They’d been to see King Kong 
and most of the gang were addicted. 


A length of cycle chain lay on the grass beside her. She 
wondered why the hell she’d bothered to bring it along. 
They weren't looking for bovver tonight. No road! 


She held her sides and nearly, died laughing. Some ape, she 
thought. The first time a tree swinger had fallen for the 
rotted branch routine! 


The Swords entered Acton Park bent on mayhem. Ina’s 
urging had them keyed up for a pitched battle. Henry’s 


wishy-washy attitude had undergone a subtle change. Now, 
primed and intent on settling the business of which gang 
ruled West London’s roost, he was not to know that he was 
the victim of Ina’s jealousy. 


Insane jealousy! 


She and Henry didn’t hit it off that great doing the sex thing. 
They did it, derived some enjoyment, but it wasn’t the same 
as it had been for, say, Terry. Henry wasn’t a master lover 
and he figured a climax was a climax no matter how it came 
about. Ina was a screw and that’s how he considered her. 
She could have gone with any of the blokes for all he cared. 
If she wanted outside kicks, good luck. 


But Ina had claimed Henry and the very idea that he and 
Jean Turner were in any way associated burned her up. The 
longer it took to find the Vandals the more her adrenalin 
spurted. 


"There they are!" Tom pointed across a green swatch. 


"Bleedin’ monkeys," Max laughed. 


The Vandals were all doing it, climbing trees and swinging. 


Ina could almost taste blood on her dry lips. She got her 
copper wire out and tested its flexibility. The sound of the air 
whistling through the coils was magic. 


One of the Vandals spotted the fanned out Swords and gave 
the alarm. People out for a pleasant evening stroll saw the 
two gangs form and converge - and decided that home was 
a safer place to be. 


Smacking a fist against an open palm, a Vandal hardcase 
started the battle. He spat at Henry Bourne and took a 
punch for his insult. In seconds the gangs were reeling 
about the grass in pitched conflict. 


Ina kicked a Vandal girl where it hurt most, dodged a hurled 
tree branch and fixed Jean Turner with a vicious eye. "You 
bitch-face - how about us going it alone?" 


Jean grinned, whirling her cycle chain menacingly. "If you’re 
wanting to be maimed." 


Ina screamed, and the fighting all but stopped. "We’re doing 
our thing," she cried. 


The scuffling duos broke apart, and formed a huge circle 
with Ina and Jean in the middle. The pair of them looked 
ridiculous. Jean’s size suggested an uneven contest. But Ina 
was already showing she had the speed and the essential 
killer instinct. 


"Okay?" Jean asked, sure of victory. 


Ina didn’t waste time answering. She went in, copper wire 
aimed at the larger girl’s head. Jean ducked, brought the 
cycle chain around and whip-lashed it along Ina’s arm. Ina 
yelped then tore in. She felt her arm jar, saw blood spurt. 
The blow had ripped Jean’s blouse and revealed a naked tit. 


The gangs caught the fever. They yelled encouragement for 
their individual champions, and shouted obscenities which 


alarmed an elderly couple, walking a poodle. They took off, 
looking for a policeman. 


Ina dropped her copper wire and drew her knife. 


Jean’s cycle chain lay on the ground, torn from her grasp in 
a close encounter. 


Panting, clothes ripped apart, Jean lunged forward, and 
grappled with Ina’s slipperiness. 


"Fuckin’ whore!" Ina hissed, getting a handful of hair and 
yanking the larger girl off her feet. 


"You little nutcase!" 


Ina’s heavy rings gored into Jean’s face. A knee to the groin 
sent waves of agony into Jean’s brain. Ina knew she was 
steadily wearing her enemy down, and savagely tore at her 
foe’s clothes. She wanted to see exactly where her knife 
was going to enter. 


Jean’s ability to fight back had gone. Her face looked like the 
accident that always happened to somebody else. Those 
rings of Ina’s had created havoc. Every part of her body was 
on fire, blood oozing from cuts galore. 


Ina panted, eyes fuzzing as the enormous waves of 
excitement surged. She managed to see Jean’s naked 
breasts heaving beneath her, and she raised her knife. 


Policewoman Meg Batty pushed through the watching, 
expectant gang circle and almost came to a dead stop as 
she saw Ina Murray’s arm lifted, knife gleaming and poised. 
She hurled herself forward, grabbed the knife hand, and 
struggled to break Ina’s grasp on the haft... 


Chapter Seventeen 
HARD TIME 


KEN Gibson took a seat outside the courtroom. Gladys 
Gardiner smiled at him and patted his thigh as the man 
brought his old pipe into sight. 


"She’s going to get the maximum," Ken said. 


"| had to say what | did," Gladys told him. "I just could not 
recommend leniency." 


"Nor I." Ken scratched a match on the floor and gazed at the 
lawyers, solicitors and others waiting for the next case. "She 
seemed surprised at your testimony." 


"| felt it, too," Gladys replied. She remembered how her one 
plea had landed on deaf ears. The court had not been 
amused. "I Suppose it was okay to suggest she be given 
treatment?" 


"Within your rights." He grinned, and turned slightly to face 
her. "Have you a date for tonight?" 


Gladys had reached a decision of some importance that 
Same morning. She felt foolish and embarrassed when she 
said, "No, and that includes having dinner with you, Ken. | 
like you. In fact | could get to love you. But it won’t work. 
Kay is too large a love for me to compete with, and l'm a 
woman who demands total everything from her man. | hope 
you understand, Ken." 


The man shrugged and presented a tranquil expression. 
Inwardly, he wanted to cry. "I accept the final judgement. 
The sentence is painful but expected." 


"You'll find someone else, Ken. There’s a lot going for you 


"Not just enough, it seems," he interrupted with some 
bitterness. 


Gladys sensed the moment had come for parting. She eased 
out of his life doing her duty. "I checked one of Ina’s claims. 


There was not a miscarriage of justice." 


Ken frowned, puzzled. 


"She spoke about a young girl getting raped by Asians.” 


"Oh - yes, | recall." 


"Forget it. Ina’s version stank. " 


Ken stuck out his hand. "It’s been so nice knowing you, 
Gladys." 


"A pleasure for me too," the social worker said. "And if you 
get an invitation to my wedding and wish to ignore it, l'Il 
understand." 


Ken smiled broadly, pipe waggling in his mouth. "If | receive 
an invitation you can bet l'Il be there with a flower in my 
button-hole. I’m old-fashioned, you know." 


Ina Murray gazed at the passing traffic and sighed. She 
would not be worrying about road conditions, floods, black 
ice or wet leaves for many a moon. All those bloody 
bastards out there, bustling to work or to get their daily 
bread, could get stuffed. They’d have it off night after night 
and she’d be staring up at some soulless ceiling with 
moonlight coming through bars. 


Like she said before, she’d do her time standing on her 
head. Not hard time. Not her. Not unless by saying hard 
time one meant doing it the hard way. She had no regrets. 
They’d informed her that Jean Turner was permanently 
scarred. That made it worthwhile. Life would not pass her 
entirely by. She’d be out to get her share of the kicks, the 
sex, the brave new world. She was only eighteen. A knuckle 
girl. Things wouldn’t change that much. They’d have hard 
cases and bovver boys five years from now. That was her 
stretch. She did not count on remission or parole. Bitch 
Gardiner had queered her pitch on that score. 


Gladys Gardiner ... 


She smiled, and the screws watching her wondered what 
was going on in her devious, vicious head. She could have 
told them. But didn’t. 


Gladys Gardiner would pay. 


She’d buy some heavy rings, get a knife and a bottle. She’d 
punch the hell out of Gardiner first. Slice her across those 
lovely knockers. And ram the bleedin’ broken bottle straight 
into her face! 


That thought would keep her happy ... 


Her cell-mates looked at her with the patience that comes 
from knowing that bars would keep them together for some 
while. 


Ina sat on her bunk and declared, "The name is Ina Murray 
and I’m a knuckle girl. If you want to be friends you’re going 
to do everything the way | like it." 


A blonde ex-whore and razor expert grinned and advised, 
"Girlie, don’t press your luck." 


Ina got to her feet and before the blonde bitch knew she 
was a target, Ina’s knuckles bounced off her front teeth. Ina 
blew on her closed fist and smiled sweetly. "And don’t 
bloody annoy me with your advice ..." 


It was going to be a hard time - for the other inmates. 


THE END 


